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ADVERTISEMENT. 



J7h£ Booksellers having determined to pub- 
lish a body of English Poetry, I was persuaded 
to promise them a preface to the works of each 
author ; an undertaking, as it was then presented 
to my mind, not very extensive or difficult. 

My purpose was only to have allotted to every 
poet an advertisement, like those which we find 
in the French Miscellanies, ooiitaining a few dates 
and a general character ; but I have been led beyond 
my intention, I hope by the honest desire of giving 
useful pleasure. 

In t^^is minute kind of history the succession of 
facts is hot easily discovered ; and I am not without 
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iV ADVERTISEMENT. 

suspicion that some of Dry den's works are placed in 
wrong years. I have followed Langbaine, as the 
best authority for plays : and if I shall hereafter 
obtain a more correct chronology, will publish it ; 
but I do not yet know that my account is erron- 
eous. 

Diyden's remarks on Rhymer have been some- 
where printed before. The former edition I have 
not seen . This was transcribed for the press £rom 
his own manuscript 



As this undertaking was occasional and unfore- 
seen, I must be supposed to have engaged in it with 
j less provision of materials than might have been 

accumulated by longer premeditation. Of the 
later writers at least I might, by attention and en- 
quiry, have gleaned many particulars which would 
have diversified and enlivened my biography. Thes" 
omissions, which it is now useless to lament, ha 
been often supplied by the kindness of Mr Steevf 
and other friends; and great assistance has } 
given me by Mr Spenoe's Collections, of w> 
consider the communication as a favour woi 



COWLEY. 



jThe life of Cowley, notwithstanding the penury 
of English biography, has been written by I>r 
Sprat, an author whose pregnancy of imagination 
and elegance of language have deservedly set him 
high in the ranks of literature ; but his zeal of 
friendship, or ambition of eloquence, has produced 
a funeral oration rathar than a history : he has given 
the character, not the life, of Cowley ; for he writes 
with so little detail, that scarcely any thing is dis- 
tinctly knoMrn, but all is shewn confused and en- 
larged through the mist of panegyria 

Abeaham Cowley was bom in the yeai" one 
thousand six hundred aiid eighteen. His father 
was a grocer, whose condition Dr Sprat conceds 
under the general appellation of a citizen; and, 
what would probably not have been less carefully 
suppressed, the omission of his name in the register 
of St Dunstan's parish gives reason to suspect that 

VOL. IX. B 



2 COWLEV. 

his father was a sectary. Whoever he was, he died 
before the birth of his son, and consequently left 
him to the care of his mother ; whom Wood repre- 
sents as struggling earnestly to procure him a liter- 
ary education, and who, as she lived to the age of 
eighty, had her solicitude rewarded by seeing her 
son eminent, and, I hope, by seeing him fortunate, 
and partaking his prosperity. We know at least, 
from Sprat's account, that he always acknowledged 
her care, and justly paid the dues of filial gratitude. 

In the window of his mother's apartment lay 
Spenser's Fairy Queen; in which he very early 
took delight to read, till by feeling the charms of 
verse, he became, as he relates, irrecoverably a poet. 
Such are the accidents which, sometimes remem- 
bered, and perhaps sometime forgotten, produce 
that particular designation of mind, and propensity 
for some certain science or employment, which is 
commonly called genius. The true genius is a 
mind of large general powers, accidentally deter- 
mined to some particular direction. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, the great painter of the present age, had 
the first fondness for his art excited by the perusal 
of Richardson's treatise. 

By his mother's soUcitation he was admitted into 
Westminster, school, where he was soon distinguish- 
ed. He was wont, says Sprat, to relate, " that he 
had this defect in his memory at that time, that his 
teachers never could bring it to retain the ordinary 
rules of grammar." 

This .is an instance of the natural desire of man 
to propagate a wonder. It is surely very difficult 
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to tell any thing as it was heard* when Sprat could 
not refrain from amplifying a commodious incident, 
though the bock to which he prefixed his narrative 
contained its confutation. A memory admitting 
some things, and rejecting others, an intellectual 
digestion that concocted the pulp of learning, but 
refused the husks, had the appearance of an instinc- 
tive elegance, of a particular provision made by 
nature for literary politeness. But in the authdt^s 
own honest relation, the marvel vanishes : he was, 
he says, such *' an enemy to all constraint, that his 
master never could prevail on him to learn the rules 
without book." He does not tell that he could not 
learn the rules ; but that, being able to perform his 
exercises without them, and being an " enemy to 
constraint,'' he spared himself the labour. 

Among the English poets, Cowley, Milton, and 
Pope, might be said ** to lisp in numbers f and h^ve 
pven such early proofs, not only of powers of lan- 
guage, but of comprehension of things, as to more 
tardy minds seem scarcely credible. But of the 
learned puerilities of Cowley there is no doubt, 
since a volume of his poems was not only written, 
but printed in his thirteenth year ; containing, with 
other poetical compositions, *^ the tragical history 
of Pjrramus and Thisbe," written when he was ten 
'j '• rs old ; and ^* Constantia and Philetus," written 
two years after. 

While he was yet at school he produced a comedy 
called " Love's Riddle," though it was not pub- 
lished till he had been some time at Cambridge. 
This comedy is of the pastoral kind, which requires 
po acquaintance with the living world, and there- 
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fore the time at which it was composed adds little 
to the wonders of Cowley's minority. 

In 16S6, he was removed to Cambridge,- where 
he continued his studies with great intenseness; for 
he is said to have written, while he was yet a yoxing 
student, the greater part of his ** Davideis ;" a work 
of which the materials could not have been collected 
without the study of many years, but by a mind of 
tim greatest vigour and activity. 

Two years after his settlement at Cambridge, he 
published '^ Love's Riddle," with a poetical dedi- 
cation to Sir Kenelm Digby ; of whose acquaintance 
all his contemporaries seem to have been ambitious ; 
and ^^Naufragium Joculare," a comedy written 
in Latin, but without due attention to the andait 
models ; for it is not loose verse, but mere prose. 
It was printed with a dedication in verse, to Dr 
Comber, master of the college ; but, having nei- 
ther the &cility of a popular, nor the accuracy of a 
learned work, it seems to be now universally neg- 
lected. 

At the beginning of the civil war, as the prince 
passed through Cambridge in his way to York, he 
was entertained with a representation of the '^Guar- 
dian," a comedy which Cowley says was neither 
written nor acted, but rough-drawn by him, and 
repeated by the scholars. That this comedy was 
printed during his absence from his country, he 
appears to have considered as injurious to his repu- 
tation ; though, during the suppression of the thea- 
tres, it was scHnetimes privately acted with sufficient 
approbation. 
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In 1648, being now master of arts, he was, by 
the prevalence of the parliament, gected from Cam- 
bridge, and sheltered himself at St John's college 
in Oxf(»d ; where, as is said by Wood, he publish- 
ed a satire, called ^ The Puritan and Papist," whidi 
was only inserted in the last cdilection of his 
works ; and so distinguished himself by the warmth 
of his loyalty, and the elegance of his conversation, 
that he gained the kindness and confidence of those 
who attended the king, and amongst others of Lord 
Falkland, whose notice cast a lustre on all to whom 
it was extended. 

About the time when Oxford was surrendered to 
the parliament, he followed the queen to Paris, 
where he became secretary to the Lord Jermyn, af- 
terwards Earl of St Alban's, and was employed in 
such oorrespondmce as the royal cause required, 
and particularly in cyphering and decjrphering the 
letters that passed between the king and queen ; an 
employment of the highest confidence and honour. 
So wide was his province of intelligence, that, for 
several years, it filled all his days, and two or three 
nights in the week. 

In the year 1647, his ** mistress" was published ; 
for he imagined, as he declared in his preface to a 
subsequent edition, that ** poets are scarcely thought 
freemen of their company, without paying some 
duties, or obliging themselves to be true to love.** 

This obligation to amorous ditties owes, I believe, 
its original to the fame of Fetarch, who, in an age 
rude and uncultivated, by his tuneful homage to his 
Laura, refined the manners of the lettered world, and 
fiU^ Europe with love and poetry. But the basis 
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of all excellenoe is truth : he that professes lovef 
ought to feel its power. Petarch was a real lover^ 
and Laura doubtless deserved his tenderness. Of 
Cowley» we are told by Bames*» who had mean? 
enough of information, that, whatever he may talk 
of hid own inflammability, and the variety of oha- 
racters by which his heart was divided, he in reality 
was in love but once, and then never had resolu- 
tion to tell his passion. 

This consideration cannot but abate in some mea- 
sure the reader's esteem for the work and the author. 
To love excellence, is natural ; it is natural likewise 
for the lover to solicit reciprocal regard by an ela- 
b(»ate display of his own qualifications. The desire 
of pleasing has in diflferentmen produced actions of 
heroism, and efiusions of wit ; but it seems as rea- 
sonable to appear the champion as the poet of an 
« airy nothing," and to quarrel as to write for what 
Cowley might have learned from his master Pindar 
to call ^ the dream of a shadow." 

It is surely not difficult, in the solitude of a col- 
lie, or in the bustle of the world, to find useful 
studies and serious employment No man needs to 
be so burthened with life as to squander it in vo- 
luntary dreams of fictitious occurrences. The man 
that sits down to suppose himself charged with 
treason or peculation, and heats his mind to an ela- 
borate purgation of his character from crimes which 
he was never within the possibiUty of committing, 
differs (Hily by the infirequency of his folly, fit>m him 
who praises beauty which he never saw ; complains 

* Bamesii AnacreoDtem. 
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of jealousy which he never felt; supposes himself 
sometimes invited, and sometimes forsaken; fa- 
tigues his &ncy, and ransacks his memory, for 
images which may exhibit the gaiety of hope, or 
tibe gloominess (^despair; and dresses his imagina- 
ry Chloris or Phyllis sometimes in flowers &ding as 
her beauty, and sometimes in gems lasting as her 
virtues. 

At Paris, as secretary to Liord Jermyn, he was 
engaged in transacting things of real importance 
with real men and real women, and at that time did 
not much employ his thoughts upon phantoms of 
gallantry. Some of his letters to Mr Bennet, after- 
wards Earl of Arlington, from April to December, 
in 1650, are preserved in '^ Miscellanea Aulica," a 
ccdlection of papers published by Brown. These 
letters, being wjitten like those of other men whose 
minds are more on things than words, contribute 
no otherwise to his reputation, than as they shew 
him to have been above the affectation of unseason- 
able elegance, and to have known that the business 
of a statesman can be little forwarded by flowers of 
rhetoric. 

One passage, however, seems not unworthy of 
some notice. Speaking of the Scotch treaty then 
in agitation ; 

" The Scotch treaty," says he, " is the only thiug 
now in which we are vitally concerned ; I am one 
of the last hopers, and yet cannot now abstain from 
believing that an agreement will be made; all 
people upon the place incline to that of union. 
The Scotch will moderate something of the rigour 
of then* demands ; the mutual necessity of an ac* 
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cord 18 viable ; the king is persuaded of it And 
. to tell ^you the truth (which I take to be an aigu- 
ment above all the rest), Virgil has told the same 
tiling to that purpose * 

The expression, 6rom a secretary of the present 
[ time, would be considered as merely ludicrous, or at 

i most as an ostentatious display of scholarship ; but 

the manners of that time were so tinged with su- 
perstition, that I cannot but suspect Cowley of ha- 
ving consulted on this great occasion the Virgilian 
lots, and to have given some credit to the answer of 
his oracle. 

Some years afterwards, ** business,'* says Spraf^ 
^ passed of course into other hands f and Cowley, 
being no longer useful at Paris, was in 1656 sent 
back into England, that, ^< under pretence of priva- 
cy and retirement, he might take occasion of giving 
notice of the posture of things in this nation.'' 

Soon after his return to Lfondop, he was seized by 
some messengers of the usurping powers, who were 
sent out in quest of another man ; and being exa- 
mined, was put into confinement, from which he 
was not dismissed without the security of a thou- 
sand poimds given by Pr Scarborough* 

This year he published his poems, with a preface, 
in which he seems to have inserted something sup- 
pressed in subsequent editions, which was inter- 
preted to denote some relaxation pf his loyalty. 
In this preface he declares, that *< his desire had 
been for some days past, and did still very vehe- 
mentiy continue, to retire himself to some of the 
American plantations, and to forsake tiiis world for 
ever.* 
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From llie obloquy whidi the appearance of sub* 
mission to the usurpers brought upon him, his bio^ 
grapher has b^n very diligent to dear him, and in- 
deed it does not seem to have lessened his ieputah 
tion. . His wish for retirement we can easily believe 
to be undissemUed ; a man harassed in cme kings^ 
dom, and persecuted in another, who, after a course 
of business that employed all his days and half his 
itigfats, in cyphaing and decyphering, comes to his 
OrMm country and steps into a prison, will be willing 
€*nou^ to retire to some place of quiet aitid of safe« 
ty. Yet let neither our reverence for a genius, 
nor our pity for a sufferer, dispose us^ to forget^ 
that, if his activity was virtuOi his retreat was 
cowardiee. 

He then took upon himself the character of phy- 
dcian, still, according to Sprat, with intention ^ to 
dissemble the main design of his coming over f 
and, as Mr Wood relates, " complying with the 
men then in power (which was much taken notice 
of by the royal party), he obtained an order to be 
created doctor of physic ; which being done to his 
mind (whereby he gained the ill- wiU of some of his 
friends), he went into France again, having made a 
copy of verses on Oliver's death.** 

This is no favourable representation; yet even in 
this not much wrong can be discovered. How far 
he complied with the men in power, is to be en* 
quired before he can be blamed. It is not said that 
he told them any secrets, or assisted them by inteU 
ligence or any other act If he only promised to be 
quiet, that they in whose hands he was, might free 
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him from confinement, he did what no law of so- 
ciety prohibits. 

The man whose miscarriage in a just cause has 
put him in the power of his enemy^ may, without 
any violation of his integrity, regain his Uberty, or 
preserve his life, by a promise of neutrality : for the 
stipulation gives the enemy nothing which he had 
not before. The neutrality of a captive may be al- 
ways secured by his imprisonment or death. He 
that is at the disposal of another may not promise 
to aid him in any ii\jurious act, because no power 
can compel active obedience. He may engage to 
do nothing, but not to do ill. 

Th^e is reason to think that Cowley promised 
little. It does not appear that his compliance gain- 
ed him confidence enough to be trusted without 
security, for the bond of his bail was never can- 
celled ; nor that it made him think himself secure, 
for, at that dissolution of government which follow- 
ed the death of Oliver, he returned into France, 
where he resumed his former station, and staid till 
the restoration. 

^* He continued," says his biographer, ** under 
these bonds till the general deliverance;" it is 
therefore to be supposed, that he did not go to 
France, and act again for the king, without the 
consent of his bondsman : that he did not shew his 
loyalty at the hazard of his Mend, but by his 
fiiend's permission. 

Of the verses on Oliver's death, in which Wood's 
narrative seems to imply something encomiastic, 
there has been no appearance. There is a discourse 
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concermng his govenunent, incLeed, with verses in- 
terpiixed, but such as oertainly gained its author no 
friends among the abettors of usurpation. 

A doctor of physic, however, he was made at Ox- 
ford in December 1657; and in the commence- 
la^tof the Royal Society, of, which an account 
has been given by Dr Birch, he appears busy among 
the experimental philosophers with the title of Dr 
Cowley, 

There is no reason for supposing that he ever at* 
tempted practice { but his preparatory studies have* 
contributed something to the honour of his country. 
Considering botany as necessary to a physician, he 
retired into Kent to gather plants ; and as the predo- 
minance of a favourite study affects all subordinate 
operations of the intellect, botany in the mind of 
Cowley turned into poetry. He composed, in Latin« 
several books on plants, of which the first and se- 
cond display the qualities of harbs, in ele^ac verse ; 
the third and fourth, the beauties of flowers, in va» 
nous measures ; and the fifth and sixth, the uses of 
trees, in heroic numbers^ 

At the same time were produced, from the same 
university, the two great poets, Cowley and Milton, 
of dissimilar genius, of opposite principle but 
concurring in the cultivation of Latin poetry ; in 
which the English, till their works and May's po* 
em appeared, seemed unable to contest the palm 
with any other of the lettered nations. 

If the Latin performances of Cowley and Milton 
be compared (for May I hold to be superior to both), 
the advantage seems to lie on the side of Cowley. 
Milton is generally content to express the thoughts 
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of the anpienta in their language ; Ccmiey, witiiout 
much loss of purity or elegance, accommodates the 
diction of Rome to ln$ own conceptions. 

At the restoration, after all the diligence of his 
long service, and with consciousness not only of the 
merit of fidelity, but of the dignity of great abiMtiiis, 
he naturally expected ample preferments ; and, that 
he might not be forgotten by his own fault, wrote 
a song of triumph. But this was a time of sudi 
general hope, that great numbers were inefitably 
disappointed ; and Cowley found his reward very 
tediously delayed. He had been promised by both 
Charles the First and Second, the mastership of the 
Savoy ; ** but he lost it,** says Wood, •* by certain 
persons, enemies to the muses.** 

The neglect of the court was not his only morti- 
fication ; having by such alteration as he thought 
proper, fitted hi3 old comedy of <* the Guardian** 
for the stage, he produced it under the title of 
^ The Cutter of Coleman-street** It was treated 
on the sti^ witii great severity, and was afterwards 
censured as a satire on the king's party. 

Mr Dryden, who went with Mr Sprat to the first 
exhibition, related to Mr D^mis, ^ that, when 
they told Cowley how little favour had been shewn 
him, he received the news of his ill success, not 
with so much ftmness as might have been expected 
from so great a man.** 

What firmness they expected, or what weakness 
Cowley discovered, cannot be known. He that 
misses his end will never be as much pleased as he 
that attains it, even when he can impute no part of 
hbiiedfaire to himself; and when the end is to please 
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the multitude, no man perhaps has a right, in 
things admitting of gradation and comparison, to 
throw the whole, blame upcm his judges, and to« 
tally to exdude diffidence and shame, by a haughty 
consciousness of his own excellence. 

For the rqj[ection of this play it is difficult now 
to find the reason : it certainly has, in a very great 
degree, the power of fixing attention and exciting 
merriment From the charge of disaffection he ex- 
culpates himself in his pre&ce, by observing how 
unlikely it is, that, having followed the royal fami-* 
]y through all their distresses, <* he should choose 
tlie time of their restoration to begin a quarrel 
with them." It appears, however, firom the thea- 
trical register of Downes the prompter, to have 
been popularly considered as a satire on the royal- 
ists. 

That he might shorten this tedious suspense, he 
published his pretensions and his discontent, in an 
ode called '« The Complaint ;" in which he styles 
himself the melancholy Cowley. TThis met with the 
usual fortune of complaints, and seems to have ex- 
cited more contempt than pity. 

These unlucky incidents are brought, maliciously 
enough, together in some stanzas, written about 
that time on the choice di a laureat ; a mode of 
satire, by which, since it was first introduced by 
Suckling, perhaps every generation of poets has 
been teazed. 

SftToy-mistiiig Cowley came into tiie comt. 

Making apologies for his bad play ; , 
Every one gaye him so good a repiHt, 

That ApoUo gave heed to all be could say : 
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Kot would he have had, 'tb thought, a rebuke^ 

Unlets he had done some notable folly : 
Writ verses unjustly in praise of Sam Tuke, 

Or printed his pitiful Melancholy. 

His vehement desire of retirement now came 
again upon him. ** Not finding," says the morose 
Wood, ** that preferment conferred upon him which 
he expected, while others for their money carried 
away most places, he retired discontented into 
Surrey." 

«< He was now," says the courtly Sprat, " weary 
of the vexations and formalities of an active con- 
dition. He had heen perplexed with a long com- 
pliance to foreign manners. He was satiated with 
the arts of a court ; which sort of life, though his 
virtue made it innocent to him, yet nothing could 
make it quiet Those were the reasons that moved 
him to follow the violent inclination of his own 
mind, which, in the greatest throng of his former 
business, had still called upon him, and represented 
to him the true delights of solitary studies, of tem- 
perate pleasures, and a moderate revenue below the 
malice and flatteries of fortune." 

So di£ferently are things seen ! and so differently 
are they shewn ! But actions are visible, though mo- 
tives are secret. Cowley certainly retired ; first to 
Bam-elms, and afterwards to Chertsey, in Suirey. 
He seems, however, to have lost part of his dread 
of the hum of men *. He thought himself now safe 
enough from intrusion, without the defence of moun- 
tains and oceans ; and, instead of seeking shelter in 

« L'AUegro of Milton. 
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America; wisely went only so fer from the bustle 
of life as that he might easily find his way back, 
when solitude should grow tedious. His retreat 
was at first but slenderly accommodated ; yet he 
soon obtained, by the interest of the Earl of St Al- 
ban's, and the Duke of Buckingham, such a lease 
of the queen's lands as a£forded him an ample in- 
come. 

By the lovers of virtue and of wit it will be soli- 
citously asked, if he now was happy. Let them 
peruse one of the letters accidentally preserved by 
Peck, which I recommend to the consideration <^ 
all that may hereafter pant for solitude. 



•* To De Thomas Speat. 

" Chertsey, May 21, 1665. 

<' The first night that t came hither I caught so 
great a cold with a defluxion of rheum, as made 
me keep my chamber ten days. And^ two after, 
had such a bruise on my ribs with a fall, that I 
am yet unable to move or turn myself in my bed. 
This is my personal fortune here to begin with. 
And, besides, I can get no money from my tenants/ 
and have my meadoWs eaten up every night by 
cattle put in by my neighbours. What this signi- 
fies, or may come to in time, (rod knows ; if it be 
ominous, it can end in nothing less than hanging. 
Another misfortune has been, and stranger than all 
the rest, that you have broke your word with me, 
and failed to come, even though you told Mr Bois 
that you would. This is what they call monstri 
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nrnUe. t do hope to recover my late hurt so &r 
within five or six days (though it be unoertain yet 
whether I shall ever recover it) as to walk about 
again. And then, methinks, you and I and the 
dean might be very merry upcm St Anti's hill. 
You mi^t very conveniently come hither the way 
of Hampton town, lying there one night I write 
this in pain> and can say no more : verhum sapientir 

He did not long enjoy the pleasure iir suffer the 
unea^ess of solitude ; for he died at the Porch- 
house* in Chertsey, in 1667> in the 49th year of 
his age. 

He was buried with great pomp near Chaucer and 
Spenser ; and king Charles pronounced, ** That Mr 
Cowley had not left behind him a better man in 
England." He is represented by Dr Sprat as the 
most amiable of mankind; and this posthumous 
praise may safely be credited, as it has never been 
contradicted by envy or by facticm. 

Such are the remarks and mem(»ials which I have 
been able to add to the narrative of £>r Sjnrat ; who^ 
writing when the feuds of the civil war were yet 
recent, and the minds of either party were easily 
irritated, was obliged to pass over many transac- 
tions in general expressicms, and to leave curiosity 
often unsatisfied. What he did * not tell, cannot 
however now be known ; I must therefore recom- 
mend the perusal of his work, to which my namu 
tion can be considered only as a slender supplement. 

Cowley, like other poets who have written with 
narrow views, and, instead of tracing intellectual 
pleasures in the minds of men, paid their court to 

* Now in the possession qf Mr Clark> aldennan of London. 
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temporary prejudices, has been at one time too 
mUch praised, and too much neglected at another. 

Wit, like all other things subject by their nature 
to the choice of man, has its changes and fashions, 
and at different times takes different forms. About 
the beginning of the seventeenth century, appeared 
a race of writers that may be termed the metaphy- 
sical poets ; of whom, in a criticism on the works 
of Cowley, it is not improper to give some account. 

The metaphysical poets were men of learning, 
and to shew their learning was their whole endea- 
vour : but, unluckily resolving to shew it in rhyme, 
instead of writing poetry they only wrote verses, 
and very often such verses as stood the trial of the 
finger better than of the ear ; for the modulation 
was so imperfect, that they w^ere only found to be 
verses by counting the syllables. 

If the father of criticism has rightly denominated 
poetry «x»»i ^«/»»n« , an imitative art, these writers 
will, without great wrong, lose their right to the 
name of poets ; for they cannot be said to have 
imitated any thing: they neither copied nature nor 
life ; neither painted the forms of matter, nor repre- 
sented the operations of intellect. 

Those however who deny them to be poets, allow 
them to be wits. Dryden confesses of himself and 
his contemporaries, that they fall below Donne in 
wit ; but maintains, that they surpass him in poetry. 

If wit be well described by Pope, as being ** that 
which has been often thought, but was never before 
so well expressed," they certahily never attained; 
nor ever sought it; for they endeavoured to be 
singular in their tlroughts, and were careless of 

VOL. IX. c 
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their diction* But Pope's account of wit is un- 
doubtedly erroneous : he depresses it below its na- 
tural dignity, and reduces it firom strength of 
thought to happiness of language. 

If by a more noble and more adequate conceptioii^ 
that be considered as wit which is at oace natural 
and new, that which, though not obvious, is, upon 
its first production, acknowledged to be just ; if it be 
that which he that never found it, wonders hpw he 
missed ; to wit of this kind the metaphysical poets 
have seldom risen. Their thoughts are often new^ 
but seldom natural ; they are not obvious, but nei- 
ther are they just ; and the reader, &r from wonder- 
ing that he missed them, wonders more frequently 
by what perverseness of industry they were ever 
found. 

But wit, abstracted from its effects upon the 
hearer, may be more rigorously and philosophically 
considered as a kind of dufcordia conccrs ; a combi- 
nation of dissimilar images, or discovery of occult 
resemblances in things apparently unlike. Of wit, 
thus defined, they have more than enough. The 
most heterogeneous ideas are yoked by violence 
together ; nature and art are ransacked for illustra- 
tions, comparisons, and allusions; their learning 
instructs, and their subtilty surprises; but the 
reader commonly thinks his improvement dearly 
bought, and, though he sometimes admires, is sd- 
dom pleased. 

From this account of their compositions it will be 
readily inferred, that they were not successful in re- 
presenting or moving the affections. As they were 
wholly employed on something unexpected and sur- 
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prising, they had no regard to that Uniformity of 
sentim^it which enables us to conceive and to excite 
the pains and the pleasure of other minds: they never 
enquired what, on any occasion, they should have 
said or don^ ; but wrote rather as beholders than 
partakers of human nature ; as beings looking upon 
good and ^vil, impassive and at leisure ; as epicurean 
deities, making remarks on the actions of men, and 
the vicissitudes of life, without interest and without 
emotion^ Their courtship was void of fondness, and 
their lamentation of sorrow. Their wish was only to 
say what they hoped had been never said before. 

Nor was the sublime more within their reach than 
the pathetic ; for they never attempted that com- 
prehension and expanse of thought which at once 
fills the whole mind, and of which the first effect is 
sudden astonishment, and the second rational admi- 
ration. Sublimity is produced by aggregation, and 
littleness by dispersion. Great thoughts are always 
general, and consist in positions not limited by ex- 
ceptions, and in descriptions not descendilig to min- 
uteness. It is with great propriety that subtilty, 
which in its original import means exility of particles, 
is taken in its metaphbrical meaning for nicety of 
distinction. Those writers who lay on the watch for 
novelty, could have little hope of greatness; for great 
things cannot have escapedformerobservation. Their 
attempts were always analytic ; they broke every 
image into fragments ; and could no more repre- 
sent, by their slender conceits and laboured particu- 
larities, the prospects of nature, or tlie scenes of 
life, than he who dissects a sun beam with a ^prism. 
can exhibit the wide effulgence of a siunmer noon. 
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What they wanted however of the sublime, they^ 
endeavoured to supply by hyperbole ; their amplifi- 
cation had no limits ; they left not only reason but 
fancy behind them ; and produced combinations of 
confused magnificence, that not only could not be 
credited, but could not be imagined. 

Yet great labour, directed by great abilities, is 
never wholly lost ; if they fi^equently threw away 
their wit upon false conceits, they likewise some- 
times struck out unexpected truth : if their conceits 
were far-fetched, they were oft«n worth the carriage. 
To write on their plan, it was at least necessary to 
read and think. No man could be bom a metaphy- 
sical poet, nor assume the dignity of a writer, by 
descriptions copied from descriptions, by imitations 
borrowed fi:om imitations, by traditional imagery, 
and hereditary similes, by readiness of rhyme, and 
volubility of syllables. 

In perusing the works of this race of authors, the 
mind is exercised either by recollection or inquiry ; 
either something already learned is to be HBtrieved, or 
something new is to be examined. If their greatness 
seldom elevates, their acuteness often surprises ; if 
the imagination is not always gratified, at least the 
powers of reflection and comparison are employed ; 
and in the mass of materials which ingenious absur- 
dity has thrown together, genuine wit and useftil 
knowledge may be sometimes found buried perhaps 
in grossness of expression, but useful to those who 
kjaow their value ; and such as, when they are ex- 
panded to perspicuity, and polished to elegance, 
may give lustre to works which have more propriety 
though less copiousness of sentiment. 



This kind of writting, which was, I believe bor- 
rowed from Marino and his followers, had been 
recommended by the example of Donne, a man of 
very extensive and various knowledge; and by Jon- 
son, whose manner resembled that of Donne more 
in the ruggedness of his lines than in the cast of his 
sentiments. 

When their reputation was high, they had un- 
doubtedly more imitators than time has left behind. 
Their immediate successors, of whom any remem- 
brance can be said to remain, were Suckling, Wal- 
ler, Denham, Cowley, Cleiveland, and Milton. Den 
ham and Waller sought another way to fame, by im- 
proving the harmony of our numbers . Milton tried 
the metaphysic style only in his lines upon Hobson 
the carrier. Cowley adopted it, and excelled his 
predecessors, having as much sentiment and more 
music. Suckling neither improved versification, 
nor abounded in conceits. The fashionable style 
remained chiefly with Cowley ; Suckling could not 
reach it, and Milton disdained it. 

Critical remarks are not easily understood with 
out examples ; and I have therefore collected in- 
stances of the modes of writing by which this species 
of poets (for poets they were called by themselves 
and their admirers) was eminently distinguished. 

As the authors of this race were perhaps more 
desirous of being admired than understood, they 
sometimes drew their conceits from recesses of learn- 
ing not very much frequented by common readers 
of poetry. Thus, Cowley on knowledge : 

The sacred tree 'midst the fair orckard grew ; 
The phcenix truth did on it rest^, 
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And built his perfum'd nest. 
That right Propherian tree which did tme logio shew. 

Each leaf did learned notions give. 

And the apples were demonstrative : 
So dear their colour and divine. 
The very shade they cast did other lights outshine 

On Anacreon continuing a lover in his old age ; 

Love was with thy life entwin'd. 

Close as heat with fire is join'd ; 

A powerful brand pre8crib*d the date 

Of thine, like Meleager's fate. 

Th' antiperistasis of age 

More enflam'd thy amorous rage. 

In the foUoAving verses we have aQ allusion to a 
rabbinical opinion concerning manna : 

Variety I ask not : give me one 
To live perpetually upon. 
The person love does to us fit. 
Like mapna, has the taste of all in it 

Thus Donne shews his medicinal knowledge in 
some encomiastic verses : 

In every thing there naturally grows 
A balsamum to keep it fresh and new, 

If 'twere not injur 'd by extrinsic blows ; 
Your youth and beauty are this balm in you. 

But you, of learning and religion. 
And virtue and such ingredients, have made 

A mithridate, whose operation 
Keeps off, or cures what can be done or said. 

Though the following lines of Donne, on the last 
night of the year, have something in them too 
scholastic, they are not inelegant : 
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This twilight of two yeara^ not past nor next^ 
Some emblem is of me» or I of this, 

Who^ meteor-like> of stuff and form perplext, 
Whose what and where in disputation is. 
If I should call me any thing, should miss. 

I sum the years and me, and find me not 
Debtor to th' old, nor creditor to th' new. 

That cannot say, my thanks I have forgot. 

Nor trust I this with hopes ; and yet scarce true 
This bravery is, since these tiihes shew'd me you. 

Donne. 

Yet more abstruse and profound is Donne's re- 
flection upon man as a microcosm : 

If men be worlds, there is in every one 
Something to answer in some proportion ; 
All the world's riches ; and in good men, this 
Virtue, our form's form, and our soul's soul, is. 

Of thoughts so far-fetched, as to be not only un- 
expected, but unnatural, all their books are full. 

To a lady, who wrote poesies for rings : 

They, who above do various circles find. 
Say, like a ring, th' equator Heaven does bind. 
When Heaven shall be adom'd by thee, 
(Which then more Heaven than 'tis will be) 
'Tis thou must write the poesy there. 

For it wanteth one as yet, 
Then the sun pass through*t twice a year. 

The sun, which is esteem'd the god of wit, 

Cowley. 

The difficulties which have been raised about 
identity in philosophy, are by Cowley, with still 

more perplexity, applied to Love : 
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Five years ago (says story) I lov'd you, 

For which vou call me most inconstant now ; 

f ardon me, madam, yon mistake the man ; 

For I am not the same that I was then ; 

No flesh is now the same 'twas then in me. 

And that my mind is chang'd yourself may see. 

The same thoughts to retain still, and intents. 

Were more inconstant far ; for accidents 

Mu':t of all things mo^t strangely inconstant prove. 

If from one subject they t another move ; 

My members tlien the father members were. 

From whence these take their birth, which now are here. 

If then this body love what th' other did, 

'Twere incest, which by nature is forbid. 

The love of different women is, in geographical 
poetry, compared to travels through different 
comitries : 

Hast thou not found each woman* s breast 
(The land where thou hast travelled) 

Either by savages possest. 
Or wild, and uninhabited ? 

What joy could'st take, or what repose. 

In countries so unciviliz'd as those ? 
Lust, the scorching dog-star, here 

Rages with immoderate heat ; 
Whilst pride, the rugged northern bear. 

In others makes the cold too great. 
And where these are temperate known. 

The soil's all barren sand, or rocky stone. 

COWLEV. 

A lover, burnt up by his. affection, is compared 
to Egypt : 

The fate of Egypt I sustain, • 
And never feel the duo of rain 
From clouds which in the head appear ; 
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But all my too-much moisture owe 
To overflowings of the heart below. 



COWLBT. 



The lover supposes his lady acqimnted with the 
ancient laws of augury and rites of sacrifice : 

And yet this death of mine^ I fear. 
Will ominous to her appear : 

When sound in every other part. 
Her sacrifice is found -without an heart. 

For the last tempest of my death 
Shall sigh out that too, with my breath. 

That the chaos was harmonized, has been recited 
of old ; but whence the different sounds arose, re- 
mained for a modem to discover : 

Th' imgovem'd parts no correspondence knew ; 
An artless wir from thwarting motions grew ; 
Till they to number and fixt rules were brought 
Water apd air he for the tenor chose. 
Earth made the base ; the treble, flame arose. 

CoWLET. 

The tears of lovers are always of great poetical 
account , but Donne has extended them into worlds, 
If the lines are not easily understood, they may be 
read again : 

On a round ball 
A workman, that hath copies by, can lay 
An Europe, Afric, and an Asia, 
And quickly make that which was nothing, alL 
So doth each tear. 
Which thee doth wear, 
A globe, yea worlds by that impression grow. 
Till thy tears mixt with mine do overflow 
This world, by waters sent from thee my heaven dissolved 
so. 
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On reading the following lines, the reader may 
perhaps cry out — Confiision worse confounded. ' 

Here lies a she sun^ and a he moon h^re. 

She gives the best light to his sphere^ 

Or each is both^ and all^ and so 

They unto one another nothuig owe. 

Donne. 

Who but Donne would hare thought that a good 
man is a telescope ? 

Though God be our true glass through which we see 
All^ since the being of all things is he. 
Yet are the trunks, which do to us derive 
Things in proportion fit, by perspective 
Deeds of good men ; for by their living here. 
Virtues, indeed remote, seem to be near. 

Who would imagine it possible that in a very 
few lines so many remote ideas could be brought 
together ? 

Since 'tb my doom, }ove*8 undershrieve. 

Why this reprieve ? 
Why doth my she advowson fly 

Incumbency ? 
To sell thyself dost thou intend 

By candlet end. 
And hold the contrast thus in doubt. 

Life's taper out ? 
Think but how soon the market fails. 
Your sex lives fiister than the males ; 
And if to measure age's span, 
The jober Julian were th' account of man. 
Whilst you live by the fleet Gr^orian. 

ClEIV ELANS. 

Of enormous and disgusting hyperboles, these 
may be examples : 

By every wind that comes this way. 
Send me at least a sigh or two. 



8il^ and to mmj 111 repajr 
Ab shall themselves make winds to get toyocu 

CowLir. 

In tears Fll waste these eyes« 
By love so vaihly fed ; 
So lust of old the deluge punished. 



Cowley. 



All arm'd in brass, the richest dress of war, 
(A dismal glorious sight !) he shone afar. 
The sun himself started with sudden fright. 
To see his beams return so dismal bright. 
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An universal consternation : 

His bloody eyes he hurls round, his sharp paws 

Tear up the ground ; then runs he wild about. 

Lashing his angry tail and roaring out. 

Beasts creep into their dens^ and tremble then ; 

Trees, though no wind is stirring, shake with fear ; 

Silence and horror fill the place around ; 

Echo itself dares scarce repeat the sound. 

COWLEV, 

Their fictions were often violent and unnaturaL 

Of his mistress battling. 

The fish around her crowded, as they do 

To the false light that treacherous fkhers shew. 

And all with as much ease mi^t taken be,- 

As she at first took me ; 

For ne'er did light so clear 

Among the waves appear, 
Though every night the sun himself set there. 

CoWLEV. 

The poetical effect of a lover's name upon glass : 

My name engraved herein 
Doth contribute my firmness to this glass ; 
^. Which, ever since that charm, hath been 

As h^d as that which grav'd it was. 

, Donne. ^ 
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Their conceits were sentiments slight and triflin|^. 

On an inconstant woman : 

He enjoys the calmy sunshine now^ 

And no breath stirring hears^ 
In the clear heaven of thy brow. 

No smallest cloud appears. 

He sees thee gentle, fair, and gay. 

And trusts the faithless April of thy May. 

Cowx.IT. 

Upon a paper written with the juice of lemon^ 
and read by the fire : 

Nothing yet in thee is seen. 

But when a genial heat warms thee within, 

A new-bom wood of various lines there grows : 

Here buds an L, and there a B, 

Here spouts a V, and there a T, 
And all the flourishing letters stand in rows. 

COWLKT. 

As they sought only for novelty, they did not 
much enquire whether their allusions were to things 
high or low, elegant or gross ; whether they com- 
pared the little to the great, or the great to the 
little. 

Physic and chirurgery for a lover : 

Gently, ah ! gently, madam, touch 
The wound, which you yourself have made ; 

That pain must needs be very much. 
Which makes me of your hand afraid, 

('ordials of pity g^ve me now. 
For 1 too weak of purgings grow. 
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The world and a clock : 

Mahol th' inferior world's fantastic face 
Thro' all the turns of matter's maze did trace ; 
Great Nature's well-set clock in pieces took : 
On all the springs and smallest wheels did look 
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Of lifle and motion^ and with equal ar€ 
Made up the whole again of every part 

COWLIT. 

A ooal-pit has not often found its poet ; but, that 
it may not want its due honour^ Cleiveland has pa- 
ralleled it with the sun : 

The moderate value of our guiltless ore 

Makes no man atheist, and no woman whore ; 

Yet why should hallowed vestal's sacred shrine 

Deserve more honour than a flaming mine ? 

These pregnant wombs of heat would fitter be^ 

Than a few embers, for a deity. 

Had he our pits, the Persian would admire 

No sun, but warm's devotion at our fire,: 

He*d leave the trotting whisper, and prefer 

Our profound vulcan 'bove that waggoner. 

For wants he heat, or light ? or would have store 

Of both ? 'tis here : and what can suns give more F 

Nay, what's the sun, but in a different name, 

A coaUpit rampant, or a mine on flame ! 

Then let this truth reciprocally run. 

The sun's heaven's coalery, and coals our sun. 

Death, a voyage : 

No family 
E'er rigged a soul for heaven's discovery. 
With whom more venturers might boldly dare 
Venture their stakes, with him in joy to share. 

DoNNEr 

Their thoughts and expressions were sometimes 
grossly absurd, and such as no figures or licence 
can reconcile to the understanding. 

A lover neither dead nor alive : 

Then down I laid my head 

Down on cold earth ; and for a while was dead. 

And my freed soul to a strange somewhere fleA ; 
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When back to its cage again I saw it 4j : 

Fool to resume her broken chain. 

And tow her galley here again ! 

Fool^ to that body to tetum 
Where it condemn'd and destin'd is to bun f 
Once dead, how can it be. 
Death should a thing so pleasant seem to thee. 
That thou should^st come to live it o'er again in me ? 

CowLBr. 

A Lover^s heart, a hand grenado : 

Wo to her stubborn heart, if once mine come 

Into the self-same room ; 

'Twill tear and blow up all within. 
Like a grenado shot into a magazine. 
Then shall love keep the ashes, and torn parts. 

Of both our broken hearts : 

Shall out of both one new one make : 

From her's th* allay, from mine the metal take. 

Cowley. 

The poetical propagation of light 2 

The prince's favour is diflfus'd o'er all. 

From which all fortunes, names, and natures fall : 

Then from those wombs of stars, the bride's bright eyes, 

At every glance a constellation flies. 
And sows the court with stars, and doth prevent. 

In light and power, the alUey'd firmament : 
First her eye kindles other ladies' eyes. 

Then from their beams their jewels' lustres rise .' 

And from their jewels torches do take fire, 

And all its warmth, and light, and good desire. 

DoNN£. 

They were in very little care to clothe their no* 
lions with elegance of dress, and therefore miss the 
notice and the praise which are often gained by 
those who think less, but are more diligent to adorn 
their thoughts. 



COWLEYi SI 

That a mistress beloved is fiiirer in idea than in 
reality, is by Cowley thus expressed : 

Thou in my fancy dost much highdr sUnd, 
, Than woman can be plac'd by nature's hand ; 
And I mutt needs, I'm sure, a loser be. 
To change thee as thou'rt there, for yery thee. 

That prayer and labour should co-operate, are 
thus taught by Donne : 

In none but us are such mi^'d engines found. 
As hands of double office : for the ground 
We till with them, and them to heayen we raise : 
Who prayerless labours, or, without this, prays. 
Doth but one half, that's none. 

By the same author, a common topic, the danger 
of procrastination, is thus illustrated : 

■ That which I should have begun 

In my youth's morning, now late must be done ; 

And I, as giddy travellers must do. 

Which stray or sleep all day, and having lost 

Light and strength, dark and tir*d, must then ride post. 

All that man has to do is to live and die ; the 
sum of humanity is comprehended by Donne in the 
following lines : 

Think in how poor a prison thou didst lie ; 
After enabled but to suck and cry. 
Think, when 'twas grown to most, 'twas a poor inn^ 
A province packed up in two yards of skin. 
And that usurp'd, or threatened with a rage 
Of sicknesses, or their true mother, age. 
But think that death hath now enfranchis'd thee; 
Thou hast thy expansion now, and liberty ; 
'Think, that a rusty piece discharged is fluwn 
In pieces^ and the bullet is his own. 
And freely flies : this to thy soul allow. 
Think thy shell broke, think thy soul hatch*d but now. 
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They were sometimes indelicate and disgusting. 
Cowley thus apostrophises beauty : 

■ Thou tyranty which leav'st no man free ! 
Thou subtile thief» firom whom nought safe can be ! 
Thou murderer, which hast kilPd ; and devil^ which 
would'st damn me ! 

Thus he addresses his mistress : 

Thou who, in many a propriety. 

So truly art the sun to me. 

Add one more likeness, which I*m sure you can. 

And let me and my sun beget a man. 

Thus he represents the meditations of a lover : 

Though in thy thoughts scarce any tracts have been 
So much as of original sin. 
Such charms thy beauty wears, as might 
Desires in d3ring confest saints excite. 

Thou with strange adultery 
Dost in each breast a brothel keep ; 

Awake, all men do lust for thee. 
And some enjoy thee when they sleep. 

The true taste of tears. 

Hither with crystal vials, lovers, come. 
And take my tears, which are love's wine. 

And try your mistress' tears at home ; 

For all are fidse, that taste not just like mine. 

Donne. 

This is yet more indelicate : 

As the sweet sweat of roses in a still. 

As that which from chaf 'd musk-catV pores doth trill^ 

As the almighty balm of the early east ; 

Such are the sweet drops of my mi:,tress* breast. 

And on her neck her skin such lustre sets. 

They seem no sweat-drops but \^sr\ coronets : 

Rank, sweaty froth thy mistress* brow defiles. 

Donne. 
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Their e3t]H:e8sidns sometiiiie^ nise horror^ when 
ihey mtend perhaps to be pathetic : 

As mcli in hell are ttom diseases free. 

So firem all other ills am I, 

Free firom their known formality : 
But all pains eminently lie in thee. 

COWLET. 

They were not always strictly curious, whether 
the opiijions fixnn which they drew then: illustrations 
were true ; it was enough that they were popular. 
Bacon remarks, that some falsehoods are contuiued 
by tradition, because they supply commodious al- 
lusions. 

It gave a piteous groan, and so it bfoke r 
In vain it something would have spoke ; 
The love within too strong for't was. 
Like poison put into a Venice-glass. 

Cowley. 

In forming descriptions, they looked out, not 
for images, but for conceits, ^ight has been a 
common subject, which poets have contended to 
adorn. Dryden's Night is weU known ; Donne's is 
as follows : 

Thou seest me here at midmghf , now all rest ; 
Time's dead low-water ; when all minds divest 
To-morrow's business ; when tHe labourers have 
Such rest in bed, that their last church-yard grave. 
Subject to change, will scarce be a tjrpe of this ; 
Now when the client, whose last hearing is 
To-morrow, sleeps ; when the condemned man. 
Who, when bfe opes his eyes, must shut them then 
Again by death, although sad watch he keep, 
Doth practise dying by a little sleep ; 
Thou at tUs midnight seest me. 

VOL. IX. n 
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It must be however copfessed of these writers, 
that if they are, upon common subjects^ oft^i unne- 
cessarily and unpoetically subtile ; yet, where scho- 
lastic speculation can be properly admitted, their 
copiousness and acuteness may justly be admired. 
What Cowley has written upon hope shews an un- 
equalled fertility of mvention : 

Hope^ whose weak being ruin'd u, 

Alike if it succeed and if it miss ; 
Whom good or ill does equally confound^ 
And both the horns of Fate's dilemma wound ; 

Vain shadow ! which dost vanish quite^ 
Both at full noon and perfect night ! 

The staffs have not a possibility 

Of blessing thee; 
If things then from their end we happy call^ 
'Tis Hope is the most hopeless thing of alL 

Hope, thou bold taster of delight. 

Who, whilst thou should'st but taste, devour'st it quite^ 

Thou bring'st us an estate, yet leav'st us poor. 

By clogging it with legacies before ! 

The joys which we entire should wed. 

Come deflower'd virgins to our bed ; 
Good fortunes without gain imported be, 
- Such mighty custom's paid to thee : 

For joy, like wine kept close, does better taste ; 
If it take air before its spirits waste. 

To the following comparison of a man that tra- 
vels and his wife that stays at home, with a pair of 
compasses, it may be doubted whether absurdity or 
ingenuity has better claim : 

Our two souls, therefore, which are one. 

Though I must go, endure not yet 
A breach, but an expansion. 

Like gold to airy thinness beat. 
If they be two, they are two so 
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Ab mfftmn omnpttsaes are two ; 
Thy 9011], the fix'd foot, makes no show 

To moTe, but doth if th' other do. 
And though it in the centre dt, 

Yet, when the other far doth roani^ 
It leans and hearkens after it^ 

And grows erect as that comes home. 
Such wilt thou be to me, who must 

Like th' other foot obliquely run. 
Thy firmness makes my circle just. 

And makes me end where I begun. 



Donne. 



In all these examples it is apparent, that what- 
ever is improper or vitious is produced by a volun- 
tary deviation from nature, in pursuit of something 
new and strange ; and that the writers &il to give 
delight by their desire of exciting admiration.. r 
, Having thus endeavoured to exhibit a general 
representation of the style and sentiments of the me- 
taphysical poets, it is now proper to examine parti- 
culary the works of Cowley, who was almost the 
last of that race« and undoubtedly the b^sL 

His Miscellanies contain a collection of short com- 
positions, written some as th^ were dictated by a 
mind at leisure, and some as they were called forth 
by different occasions ; with great variety of style 
and sentiment, from burlesque levity to awfnl gran- 
deur. Such an assemblage of diversified excellence 
no other poet has hitherto afforded. To choose the 
best, among many good, is one of the most hazard- 
ous attempts of criticism. I know not whether 
ScaUger himself has persuaded many readers to join 
wi^i him in his preference of the two &vourite odes, 
which he estimates in his raptures at the value of a 
kingdom. I will, however, venture to recommend 
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Cowle/s first piece, which ought to be inscribed T# 
my Muse, for want of whidi the second couplet is 
without reference. When the title is added^ there 
will still remain a defect ; for every piece ought to 
contain in itself whatever is necessary to make ifc 
intelligible. Pope has some epitaphs without 
names; which are therefore epitaphs to be lett, oc- 
cupied indeed for the present, but hardly appropri- 
ated. 

The ode on wit is almost without a rival It was 
about the time of Cowley that wit, which had been 
till then used for intellection, in contradistinction to 
will, took the meaning, whatever it be, which it 
now bears. 

Of all the passages in which the poets have exem- 
plified their own precepts, none will easily be found 
of greater excellence than that in which Cowley 
condemns exuberance of wit : 

Yet *tu not to adorn and gild each part. 

That shews more cost than art 
Jewels at noae and lips but ill appear ; 

Rather than all things wit, let none be there. 

Several lights will not be seen. 

If there be nothing else between. 
Men doubt, because they stand so thick i* th' sky. 
If those be stars which paint the galaxy. 

In his verses to Lord Falkland, whom every mao 
of his time was proud to praise, there are, as there 
must be in Cowley's compositions, some striking 
thoughts, but they are not well wrought His Elegy 
on Sir Henry Wotton is vigorous and happy : the 
series of thoughts is easy and natural ; and the con- 
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dusion, though a little weakened by the intrusion 
of Alexander, is elegant and fordble. 

It may be remarked, that in this el^y, and in 
most of his encomiastic poems, he has forgotten or 
neglected to name his heroes. 

In his poem on the death of Hervey, there is 
much praise, but little passion; a very just and ample 
delineation of such virtues as a studious privacy ad- 
mits, and such intellectual excellence as a mind not 
yet called forth to action can display. He knew 
how to distinguish, and how to commend, the quali- 
ties of his companion ; but, when he wishes to make 
us weep, he forgets to weep himself, and diverts his 
sorrow by imagining how his crown of bays, if he 
had it, would crackle in the fire. It is the odd fate 
of this thought to be the worse for being true. The 
bay-leaf crackles remarkably as it bums ; as there- 
fore this property was not assigned it by chance, the 
mind must be thought sufficiently at ease that could 
attend to such minuteness of physiology. But the 
power of Cowley is not so much to move the affec- 
ticMis, a^ to exercise the understanding. 

The Chronicle is a composition unrivalled and 
alone : such gaity of &ncy, such facility of ex- 
pression, such varied similitude,^ such a succession 
of images, and such a dance of words, it is in vain to 
expect except from Cowley. His strength always 
appears in his agility ; his volatility is not the flutter 
of a light, but the bound of an elastic mind. His 
levity never leaves his learning behind it ; the mo- 
ralist, the politician, and the critic, mingle their 
influence even in this airy frolic of genius. To such 
a performance Suckling could have brought the 
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gaity, but not the knowledge ; Dry den could havb 
supplied the knowledge, but not the guty. 

The verses to Davenant, which are vigorously be- 
gun, and happily concluded, contain some hints of 
criticism very justly conceived and happily express- 
ed. Cowley's critical abilities have not b^n suffi- 
ciently observed : the few decisions and remarks, 
which his prefaces and his notes on the Davideis 
supply, were at that time accessions to English li- 
terature, and show such skill as raises our wish for 
more examples. 

The lines from Jersey are a very curious and 
]>leasing specimen of the familiar descending to the 
burlesque. 

His two metrical disquisitions for and against 
reason are no mean specimens of metaphysical 
poetry. The stanzaa against knowledge produce 
little conviction. In those which are intended to 
exalt the human faculties, reason has its proper 
task assigned it ; that of judging, not of things re- 
vealed, but of the reality of revelation. In the 
verses for Reason is a passage which Bentley, in 
the only English verses which he is known to have 
written, seems to have copied, though with tlie in- 
feriority of an imitator. 

I'he holy book like the eighth sphere doth shine. 

With thousand lights of truth divine ; 
So numberless the stars, that to our eye 

It makes all but one galaxy. 
Yet reason must assist too ; for, in seas 

So vast and dangerous as these. 
Our course by stars above we cannot know 

Without the compass too below. 



■\ 
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After this says Bentley * ; 

Who traTek in religious jars^ 

Tiitth mix'd with error, shade with rays, 

like WhisUm wanting pyx or stars. 
In ocean wide or sinks or strays. 

Cowley seems to have had what Milton is be- 
lieved to have wanted, the skill to rate his own 
performances by theit just value, and has therefore 
closed his Miscellanies with the verses upon Cra- 
shaw, which apparently excel all that have gone 
before them, and in which there are beauties which 
common authors may justly think not only above 
their attainment, but above their ambition. 

To the Miscellanies succeed the Anacreontiques, 
or paraphrastical translations of some little poems, 
which pass, however justly, under tiie name of Ana- 
creon. Of these songs dedicated to festivity and 
gaiety, in which even the morality is voluptuous, 
and which teach nothing but the enjoyment of the 
present day, he has given rather a pleasing than a 
faithful representation, having retained their spright- 
liness, but lost their simplicity. The Anacreon of 
Cowley, like the Homer of Pope, has admitted the 
decoration of some modem graces, by which he is 
undoubtedly more amiable to common readers, and 
perhaps, if they would honestly declare their own 
perceptions, to far the greater part of those whom 
courtesy and ignorance are content to style the 
learned. 

These little pieces will be found more finished in 
their kind than any other of Cowley's works. The 

♦ Dodsley's Collection of Poems. 
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diction shews nothing of the mottid of time, and 
the sentiments are at no great distance from our 
present habitudes of thought. Real mirth must be 
always natural, and nature is uniform. Men have 
been wise in very different modes ; but they have 
always laughed the same way, 

Levity of thought naturally produced familiarity 
of language, and the familiar part of language con- 
tinues long the same ; the dialogue of comedy, when 
it is transcribed from popular manners and real life^ 
is read from age to age with equal pleasure. The 
artifices of inver^on, by which the established or- 
der of words is changed, or of innovation, by whicl^ 
new words or meanings of words are introduced, is 
practised, not by those who talk to be understood, 
but by those who write to be admired. 

The Anacreontiq^ues, therefore, of Cowley, give 
now all the pleasure which they ever gave. If he 
was formed by nature for one kind' of writing more 
than for another, his power seems to have been 
greatest in the familiar and ihe festive. 

The next class of his poems is called " The Mis- 
tress," of which it is not necessary to select any parr 
ticular pieces for praise or censure. They have all 
the same beauties and faults, and nearly in tlie 
same proportion. They are written with exube- 
rance of wit, and with copiousness pf learning ; and 
it is truly asserted by Sprat, that the plentitude of 
the writer's knowledge flows in upon his page, so 
that the reader is commonly surprise^ into some 
improvement. But, considered as the verses of a 
lover, no man tliat has ever loved will much com- 
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mend them. They are neither courtly nor pathe* 
tic, have neither gallantry nor fondness. His 
praises are too far sought, and two hyperbolical, 
either to exprei^s love, or to excite it ; every i|tan- 
za is crowded with darts and flames, with wounds 
and death, with mingled souls an4 with brdcen 
hearts. 

The prindple artifice by which ^ The Mistress"* 
is filled with conceits, is very copiously displayed 
by Addison. Love is by Cowley, as by other poets, 
expressed metaphorically by flame and fire; and 
that which is true of real fire is said of love, or fl^ 
gurative fire, the same word in the same sentence 
retaining both significations. Thus, <* observing 
the cold r^ard of his mistress's eyes, and at^ the 
same time their power of producing love in him, 
he considers them as burning glasses made of ice. 
Finding himself able to live in the greatest^extre- 
mities of love, he concludes the torrid zone to be 
habitable. Upon the dying of a tree on which he 
had cut his loves, he observes that his flames had 
burnt up and withered the tree.** 

These conceits Addison calls mixed wit ; that is^ 
wit which consists of thoughts true in one sense of 
the expression, and false in the other. Addison's 
representation is sufficiently indulgent : that con- 
fusion of images may entertain for a moment ; but^ 
being unnatural, it soon grows wearisome. Cow- 
ley delighted in it, as much as if he had invented 
it; but, not to mention the ancients, he might 
have found it full-blown in modem Italy. Thus 
^annazaro : 
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' Aspice quam variis distringar VeBbia curis ! 
Uror^ et heu ! nostro manat ab igne liquor : 
Sum Nilus^ sumque iEtna simul ; restringite flammas 
O lacrime^ aut lacrinas ebibe flamma meas. 

■ 

One of the severe theologians of that time, cen-» 
sured him as having published ^' a book of profane 
and lasdviouB verses." From the charge of pro- 
fimeness, the constant tenour of his life, which 
se^ns to have been eminently virtuous, and the 
general tendency of his opinions, which discover 
no irreverence of religion, must defend him ; but 
that the accusation of lasciviousness is unjust, the 
perusal of his w<»rk will sufficiently evince. 

Cowley's " Mistress" has no power of seduction: 
^e *^ plays round the head, but readies not the 
heart" Her beauty and absence, her kindness and 
crueltgr, her disdain and inconstancy, produce no 
eorrespondehce of emotion. His poetical account 
of the virtues of plants, and colours of flowers, is 
not perused with more sluggish frigidity. The com- 
positions are such as might have been written for 
penance by a hermit, or for hire by a philosophical 
rhymer who had only heard of another sex ; for 
they turn the mind only on the writer, whom, with- 
out thinking on a woman but as the subject for his 
task, we sometimes esteem as learned, and some- 
times despise as trifling, always admire as ingeni-* 
ous, and always condemn as unnatural 

The Pindaric odes are now to be considered; 
a specie* of composition, which Cowley thinks Pan- 
drolus might have counted in his " List of the 



Ip9t myentions of antiquity/' and which he has 
made a bold and vigorous attempt to recover. 

The purpose with which he has paraphrased an 
Olympic and Nemaean ode is by himself sufficient* 
ly explained. His endeavour was, not to show pre- 
cisely what Pindar spoke, but his manner of speak- 
hig. He was therefore not at all restrained to. his 
e)t]M^8ioTi]8, mr mudi to his sentiments; nothing 
Was required of him, but not to write as Piiddar 
would n6t hkve written. 

Of the <Mympic ode, the beginning is, I thinki 
above the original in elegance, and the conclusion 
below it in strength. The connection is supplied 
with great perspicuity ; and the thoughts, which to 
a reader of less skill seem thrown together by chance, 
are concatenated without any abruption/ Though 
the English ode cannot be called a translation, it 
may be very properly corisylted as a commentary. 

The spirit of Pindar is indeed not every where 
equally preserved. The following pretty lines are 
not such as his deep mouth was used to pour : 

Great Rhea's son. 
If in Olympus top, where thou 
Sitt'st to behold thy sacred show. 
If in Alpheus's silver flight, 
If in my verse thou take delight. 
My vln-se, great Rhea's son^ which is 
Lofty as that and smooth as this. 

In the Nemsean ode the reader must, in mere 
justice to Pindar, observe, that whatever is said of 
" the original new moon, her tender forehead and 
her horns/' is superadded by his paraphrastx who 
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has many other plays of words and fimey lusuitable 
to the ori^inaly as 

The table^ free from every guest. 
No doa))t will thee admit. 
And ffeast more upon thee, than thou on it 

He sometimes extends his author^s thoughtii 
i¥ithout improving them. In the Olympionick an 
oath is mentioned in a single word, and Cowley 
spends three lines in swearing by the Castalian 
3tream* We are told of Theron*s bounty, with a 
hint that he had enemies, which Cow}ey thus en* 
Jarges in rhyming prose : 

But in this thankless world the giver 
Is envied even by the receiver ; 
^Tis ROW the dieap and fttigal fashion 
Bather to hide than own the obligation : 
Nay, 'tia madi worse than so ; 
It now an ar^ce does grow 
Wrongs and injuries to do. 
Lest men sjiould think we owe. 

It is hard to conceive that a man of the first rank 
in learning and wit, when he was dealing out such 
minute morality in such feeble diction, could ima- 
^e, either waking or dreaming, that he imitated 
Findar. 

In the following odes, where Cowley chooses his 
own subjects, he sometimes rises to dignity truly 
Pindaric ; and, if some deficiencies of language be 
/orgiven, his strains are such as those of the The- 
1^ bard were to his contemporaries : 

Begin the song, and strike the living lyre: 
Xjo how the yevrs to come, a numerous and w(sU-fitted quire. 
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All hjoid in hand do decently advmce. 
And to my fong with amoodi and equal meatnre dance; 
While the dance laatSy how long toe'er it be. 
My muaic^s Toice shall bear it company ; 

Tin aU gentle notes be diown'd 
In the last trumpet's dresdiul sound 

After such enthusiasm, who will not lament to 
find the poet conclude with lines like these : 

But stop^ my If use— 
Hold thy Pindaric Pegasus closely in. 
Which does to mge begin— 
— Tis an unruly and a haid-mouth'd horse-^ 
TwHI no unskilful touch endure. 
But flings writer and reader too that sits not sure* 

The fault of Cowley, and perhaps of all the writers 
of the metaphysical race, is that of pursuing his 
thoughts to the last ramifications, by which he loses 
the grandeur of generality; for of the greatest 
things the parts are little ; what is little can be but 
pretty, and by claiming dignity becomes ridiculous. 
Thus all the power of description is destroyed I^ a 
scrupidous enumeration^ and the force of metaphors 
is lost, when the mind, by the mention of particu* 
lars, is turned more upon the original' than the se- 
condary sense, more upon that from which the il- 
lustration is drawn, than that to which it is ap- 
plied. 

Of this we have a very eminent example in the 
ode entitled '' The Muse," who goes to take the air 
in an intellectual chariot, to which he harnesses 

■ 

Fancy and Judgment, Wit and Eloquence, Me- 
mpry and Invention. How he distinguished Wit 
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from Fancy, or how Mernoty could propei*ly con- 
tribute to motion, he'tias not explained: we are 
however content to suppose that he could have jus- 
tified his own fiction, and wish to see the Muse 
begin her career ; but there is yet more to be done. 

L^t the postillion Nature mounts and let, 
' The coachman art be s^t ; 
And let the airy footmen, running all beside. 
Make a long row of goodly pride ; 
Figures^ conceits^ raptures, and sentences. 
In a well-worded dress. 

And innocent loves, and pleasant truths and useful lies. 
In ail their gaudy liveries. 

Every mind is now disgusted with this cumber 
of magnificence ; yet I cannot refuse myself the 
four next lines : 

Mount, glorious queen, thy travelling throne. 
And bid it t6 put on ; 
For long though cheerful is the way. 
And life, alas ! allows but one ill winter*s day. 

In the same ode, celebrating the power of the 
Muse, he gives her prescience, or, in poetical lan- 
guage, the foresight of events hatching in futurity ; 
but, having once an egg in his mind, he cannot for- 
bear to show us that he knows what an egg cdhtains : 

Thou into the close nests of Time dost peep, ^ 

And there with pierdiig eye. 
Through the firm shell and the thick white, dost spy 

Years to come a-forming lie. 
Close in their sacred fecundine sleep. 

The same thought is more generally, and there- 
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£m^ ioiore poetidatty es^piessed by Casimirt A.wnUt 
who haa many of the beauties afid faults of Cowley : 

Onmibofl mundi dominator horis 
Aptat utgendas per inane pennat, 
Pan adhttc nido lalet^ et f^itoroa 

Crescit in annos. 

; . , Cowley, whatever was his subject, seems to faav^ 
been carried, by a kind of d^tiny, to th^ light and 
the familiar, or to conceits which r^iquir^ still more 
ignoble epithets. A slaughter in the Ked Sea new- 
dies the water's, name ; aftid Eng[land, during the 
civil war, was Albion no more,, n<^ to be named 
from white. It it surely by oome fascination^ not 
easily surmounted, that a writer prcfessing to re- 
vive the noblest and highest writing in verse, makes 
this address tb the new year : ' 

Nay^ if thou lov'st roe, gentle year. 

Let not so much as love be there. 

Vain, fimitleBB love I mean ; for, gentle year. 

Although I fear 
There's o£ this caution little need. 

Yet, gentle year, take heed 

How thou dost make 

Such a mistake ; 
Such love I mean alone 
As by thy cruel predecessors has been shewn : 
For, though I have too much cause to doubt it, 
I fain would try, for once, if life can live without it« 

i 

The reader of this will be inclined to cry out 
with Prior — 



" Ye critics, say. 
How poor to this was Pindars style 1 
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lEvetk those who Mtlhot perhaps find in the Isthmitoi 
or Nemaean songs what antiqtiity has disposed them 
to expect^ will at least see that they are ill repre* 
sented by such puny poetry ; and all witl determine^ 
that if this be the oldTheban strain, it is not worthy 
of* revivaii 

To the disproportion and incottgruity of Cow- 
ley's senliifiehts must be added the uncertainty and 
looseness of his measures. He takes the liberty of 
lising in any place a verse of any leii^h, from tw6 
syllables to twelve. The verses of Pindar have, as 
he observes, very little hatmoiiy to a modern ear ; 
yet, by examining the syllables, we perceive them to 
be regular, and have reason enough for supposing 
that the ancient audiences were delighted with 
the sound. The imitator ought therefore to have 
adopted what he found, and to have added what was 
wanting; to have preserved a constant return of 
the same numbers, and to have supplied smooth- 
ness of transition and continuity of thought 

It is urged by Dr Sprat, that the irregularity of 
numbers is the very thing which makes that kind of 
poesy fit for all manner of subjects. But he should 
have remembered, that what is fit for every thing 
can fit nothing well. The great pleasure of verse 
arises from the known measure of the lines, and uni- 
form structure of the stanzas, by which the voice is 
regulated, and the memory relieved. 

If the Pindaric style be, what Cowley thinks it, 
the highest and noblest kind of writing in verse, it 
can be adapted only to high and noble subjects ; 
and it will not be easy to reconcile the pdet with the 
critic, or to conceive how that can be the highest 
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Idrid of writing in verse which^ aoc<»ding to Sprat, 
is chiefly to be preferred for its near affinity to prose. 

This lax and lawless versification so much con- 
cealed the defidences of the barren, and flattered 
the laziness of the idle, that it immediately over- 
spread om* books of poetry ; all the boys and girls 
caught the pleasing fashion, and they that could do 
nothing else could write like Pindar. The rights of 
antiquity were invaded, and disorder tried to break 
into the Latin : a poem on the Sheldonian theatre, 
in which all kinds of verse are shaken together, is 
unhappily inserted in the Musce Anglicance. Pin- 
darism prevailed about half a century ; but at last 
died gradually away, and other imitations supply 
its placci 

The Pindaric odes have so long enjoyed the' 
highest degree of poetical reputation, that I am not 
liriUing to dismiss them with unabated censure; 
and surely, though the mode of their composition 
be erroneous, yet many parts deserve at least that 
admiration which is due to great comprehension 
of knowledge, and great fertility d fancy. The 
houghts are often new, and often striking ; but the 
greatness of one part is disgraced by the littleness 
of another ; and total negligence of language gives 
the noblest conceptions the appearance of a &bric 
august in the plan, but mean in the materials. Yet 
surely those verses are not without a just claim to 
praise ; of which it may be said with truth, that no 
man but Cowley could have written them. 

The Davideis now remains to be considered ; a 
poem which the author designed to have extended 
to twelve books, merely, as he makes no sctuple of 

VOL. IX. E 
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dedaring, becavse the .£neid had that number ; but 
he had leisure or perseverance only to write the 
third part. Epic poems have been left unfinished 
by Virgil, Statins, Spencer, and Cowley. That we 
have not the whole Davideis is, however, not much 
to be regretted ; for in this undertaking Cowley is^ 
tacitly at least, confessed to have miscarried. There 
are not many examples of so great a woH(, pro^ 
duced by an author generally read, and generally 
praised, that has crept through a century with so 
little regard. Whatever is said of Cowley, is meant 
of his other workis. Of the Davideis no mention 
is made ; it never appears in books, nor em^ges 
in conversation. By the Spectatc»r it has been once 
quoted ; by Rymer it has once been praised ; and 
by Dryden, in '* Mack Flecknoe," it has once been 
imitated ; nor do I recollect much other notice from 
its publication till now^ in the whole succession of 
English literature. 

Of this silence and neglect, if the reason be in- 
quired, it will be found partly in the choice of the 
subject, and partly in the performance of the work. 

Sacred history has been always read with sub- 
missive reverence, and an imagination overawed 
and controided. We have been accustomed to ac- 
quiesce in the nakedness and simplicity of the au- 
thentic narrative, and to repose on its veracity with 
such humble confidence as suppresses curiosity. 
We go with the historian as he goes, and stop with 
him when he stops. All amplification is frivolous 
and vain ; all addition to that whidi is already suffi- 
cient for the piuposes of religion seems not only 
useless^ but in some d^^ree profane. 
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8uch eTonts as were produced by the vkible in- 
terposition of divine power are above the power of 
human genius to dignify. The miracle of creation, 
however it may teem with images, is best described 
with litde diffiision of language : ^^ He spake the 
word, and they were made.** 

We are told that Saul was troubled with an evil 
spirit ; from this Cowley takes an opportunity of 
describing hell, and telling the history of Ludfer, 
who was, he say^, 

Once general of a gilded host of tprites, 
like Hesper leading forth the spangled nights ; 
But down^ like lightning which him struck, he came. 
And roaz^d at his first plunge into the flame. 

Xiuci&r makes a speech to the inferior agents of 
mischief, in which there is something of heathenis{n» 
and ther^ore of impropriety ; and, to give efficacy 
to his wdrds^ concludes by lashing his breast with 
his long tail Envy, after a pause, steps out, and 
among other declarations of her zeal utters thes^ 



Do thou but threat, loud storms diall make reply. 

And diunder echo to the trembling sky ; 

Whilst raging seas swell to so bold an height. 

As shall the fire's proud element affiright: 

Th' old drudging sun, from his long-beaten way, 

Shall at thy voice start, and misguide the day : \ 

The jocund orbs shall break their measured place. 

Heaven's gilded troops shall flutter here and there. 

Leaving their boasting songs tun'd to a sphere. 

Every reader feels himself weary with this use- 
less talk of an allegorical being. 

It is not only when the events are confessedly 
miraculous, that fancy and fiction lose their effect : 
the whole system of life, while the theocnu^ was 




yet visible, has an appearance so different fiiom all 
other scenes of human action, that the reader of the 
sacred volume habitually considers it as the pecu- 
liar mode of existence of a distinct spedes of man- 
kind, that lived and acted with manners uncommu- 
nicable ; so that it is difficult even for imagination 
to place us in the state of them whose story is re- 
lated, and by consequence their joys and griefs are 
not easily adopted, nor can the attention be often 
interested in any thing that befalls them. 

To the subject thus originally indisposed to the 
reception of poetical embellishments, the writer 
brought little that could reconcile impatience, or 
attract curiosity. Nothing can be more disgusting 
than a narrative spangled with conceits ; and con* 
ceits are all that the Davideis supplies. 

One of the great sources of poetical delight if 
description,* or the power of presenting jnctures to 
the mind. Cowley gives inferences instead of ima* 
ges, and shews not what may be supposed to have 
been seen, but what thoughts the sight might have 
suggested. When Virgil describes the stone which 
Tumus lifted against ^neas, he fixes the attention 
on its bulk and weight : 

Saxum circumspicit ingent^ 
Saxum antiquum, ingens, campo quod forte jacebat \ 
Limes agro positus, litem ut discemeret arvis. 

Cowley says of the stone with which Cain slew 
his brother, 

I saw him fling the stone, as if he meant 
At once his murther and his monument 

* Dr Walton discovers some contrariety of opinion bfltlfMi 
lllii and what is said oi description, in n. 49* C 
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Of the sword taken from Goliah^ he says, 

A sword 80 great, that it was only fit 

To cat off his great head that came with it 

Other poets describe death by some of its com- 
mon appearances. Cowley says, with a learned al- 
lusion to sepulchral lamps, real or &bulous. 

Twist his right ribs deep pierc'd the furious blade. 
And open'd wide those secret vessels where 
Life's light goes out, when first they let in air* 

But he has allusions vulgar as well as learned. 
Jn a visioujary succession of kings : 

Joas at first does bright and glorious shew. 
In life's fresh mom his fame doejB early crow. 

Describing an undisdpled araiyt after having 
said with elegance. 

His forces seem'd no army, but a crowd 
Heartless, unarm'd, disorderly and loud, 

he gives them a 0t of the ague. 

The allusions, however, are not always to vulgar 
things ; he offends Jby exaggeration as much as by 
diminution : 

The king was plac*d alone, and o*er his head 

A well-wrought heaven of silk and gold was spread. 

Whatever he writes is always polluted with som^ 
iQonceit : 

Where the sun's firuitfbl beams give metals birth^ 
Where he the growth of fatal gold doth sec^ 
Gold, which alone mfSh influence has than he. 
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In one passage he starts a sudden question to the 
confusion of philosophy : 

Ye learned beads, whom ivy garlanda grace. 
Why does that twining plant the oak embrace*- 
The oaky for courtship most of all unfit. 
And rough as are the winds that fight with it? 

His expressions have sometimes a degree of 
meanness that surpasses expectation : 

Nay, gentle guests, he cries, since now you're in^ 
The story of your gallant friend begin. 

In a simile descriptive of the morning : 

As glimmering stars, just at the approach of day^ 
Cashiered by troops, at last drop all away. 

The dress of Gabriel deserves attention : 

He took for skin a cloud most soil and bright. 

That e'er the mid-day sun pierc'd through with Uf^ ; 

Upon his cheeks a lively blush he spread, 

Wash'd from the morning beauties' deepest red ; 

An harmless flattering meteor shone for hair. 

And fell adown his shoulders with loose care ; 

He cuts out a silk mantle from the skies. 

Where the most sprightly azure pleas'd the eyes ; 

This he with starry vapours sprinkles all. 

Took in their prime ere they grow ripe and faU ; 

Of a new rainbow ere it fret or fade. 

The choicest piece cut out, a scarf is made. 

This is a just specimen of Cowley's imagery : 
what might in general expressions be great and foi^ 
cible, he weakens and makes ridiculous by branch- 
ing it into small parts. That Gabriel was invested 
with the softest or brightest colours of the sky, we 
might have been told, and been dismissed to im- 
prove the idea in our different proportions of con- 
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ception ; but Cowley oould not let us go till he 
had related where Gabriel got first his skin, and 
then his mantle, then his lace, and then his scarf, 
and related it in the terms of the mercer and tailor. 
Sometimes he indulges himself in a digression, 
always conceived with his natural exuberance, and 
commonly, even where it }a not long, continued till 
it is tedious. 

r th' library a few choice authors stood. 

Yet 'twas well stor'd, for that small, store was good ; 

Writing, men's spiritual physic, was not then 

Itself, as now grown a disease of men. 

Learning (young virgin) but few suitors knew ; 

The common prostitute she lately grew. 

And with the spurious brood loads now the press ; 

Laborious effects a£ idleness. 

As the Davideis affords only four books, though 
intended to consist of twelve, there is no opportu- 
nity for such criticism as epic poems commonly 
supply. The plan of the whole work is very imper* 
fecUy shewn by the third part The duration of an 
unfinished action cannot be known. Of characters, 
either not yet introduced, or shown but upon few 
occasions, the full extent and the nice discrimina- 
tions cannot be ascertained. The &ble is plainly 
implex, formed rather firom the Odyssey than the 
Iliad : and many artificers of diversification are em- 
ployed, with the skill of a man acquainted with the 
best models. The past is recalled by narration, and 
the future anticipated by vision : but he has been so 
lavish of his poetical art, that it is difficult to ima- 
gine how he could fill eight books mare without 
practising again the same modes of disposing his 
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matter ; and perhaps the perception of this growing 
incumbrance inclined him to stop. By this abrup- 
tion, posterity lost more instruction than delighL 
If the continuation of the Davideis can be missed, 
it is for the learning that had been difiused over 
it, and the notes in which it had been explained. 

Had not his characters, been depraved like every 
other part by improper decorations, they would 
have deserved uncommon praise. He gives Saul 
both the body and mind of a hero : 

His way once chose^ he forward thrust outright^ 
Nor tum*d aside for danger or delight. 

And the different beauties of the lofty Merah aiid 
the gentle Michol are very justly conceived and 
strongly painted. 

Rymer has declared the Davideis superior to the 
Jerusalem of Tasso, ^* which," says he, " the poet, 
with all his care, has not totally purged from 
pedantry." If by pedantry is meant that minute 
knowledge which is derived from particular sciences 
and studies, in opposition to the general notions sup- 
plied by a wide survey of life and nature, Cowley 
certainly errs, by introducing pedantry far more 
frequently than Tasso. I know not, indeed, why 
they should be compared ; for the resemblance of 
Cowley's work to Tasso's is only that they both ex- 
hibit the agency of celestial and infernal spirits, in 
which however they differ widely ; for Cowley sup- 
poses them commonly to operate upon the mind by 
suggestion ; Tasso represents them as promoting or 
pbstnicting events by external agency. 

Of particular passages that can be properly com- 
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paied, I remember only the description of heaven, 
in which the different manner of the two writers is 
sufficiently discernible. Cowley's is scarcely de- 
Bcription, unless it be possible to describe by nega- 
tives : for he tells us only what there is not in hea* 
ven. Tasso endeavours to represent the splendours 
and pleasures of the regions of happiness. Tasso 
affords images, and Cowley sentiments. It happens, 
however, that Tasso*s description affords some rea*- 
son for Rymer's censure. He says of the Supreme 
Being, 

Ha sotto i piedf e fiito e la natqra 
MinUtri humili, e'l moto, e ch'il misura. 

The second line has in it more of pedantry than 
perhaps can be found in any other stanza of the 
poem. 

In the perusal of the Davideis, as of all Cowley's 
works, we find wit and learning unprofitably squan- 
dered. Attention has no relief; the affections are 
never moy^ ; we are sometimes svuprized, but never 
delighted ; and find much to admire, but little to 
approve. Still however it is the work of Cowley, 
of a mind capacious by nature, and replenished by 
study. 

In the general view of Cowley 's poetry, it will be 
found, that he wrote with abundant fertility, bi^t 
negligent or unskilful selection; with much thought, 
but with little imagery ; that he is never pathetic, 
and rarely sublime ; but always either ingepious or 
learned, either acute or profound. 

It is said by Denham in his elegy. 

To him no author was unknon'n, 
Y^t what he writ was all his own. 
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This wide position requires less limitation when it 
is affirmed of Cowley, than pwhaps of any other 
poet — ^He read much, and yet borrowed littie. 

His character of writing was indeed not his own : 
he unhappily adopted that which was predominant. 
He saw a certain way to present praise ; and, not 
sufficientiy enquiring by what means the ancients 
have continued to delight through all -^ the changes 
of human manners, he contented himself with a 
deciduous laurel, of which the verdure in its spring 
was bright and gay, but which time has been conti- 
nually stealing from his brows. 

He was in his own time considered as of unrivalled 
excellence. Clarendon represents him as having 
taken a flight beyond all that went before him ; and 
Milton is said to have declared, that the three 
greatest English poets were Spenser, Shakspeare» 
and Cowley. 

His manner he had in common with others ; but 
his sentiments were his own. Upon every subject 
he thought for himself; and such was his copious- 
ness of knowledge, that something at once remote 
and applicable rushed into his mind ; yet it is not 
likely that he always rejected a commodious idea, 
merely because another had used it ; his known 
wealth was so great that he might have borrowed 
without loss of credit 

In his elegy on Sir Henry Wotton, the last lines 
have such resemblance to the noble epigram of 
Grotius on the death of Scaliger, that I cannot but 
think them copied from it, though they are copied 
by no servile hand. 

One passage In his Mistress is so apparentiy bor- 
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Towed from Donne, ti»t he probably would not have 
wtitten it, had it not mingled with his own thoughts, 
so as that he did not perceive himself taking it fhmi 
another: 

Although I think thou never found wilt be^ 

Yet Tm resolvM to search for thee ; 

The seard) itself rewards the pains. 
So, though the chymic his great secret miss 
(For neither it in art or nature is). 

Yet things well worth his toil he gains : 

And does his charge and labour pay 
With good unsought experiments by the way. 

COWLKV. 

Some that have deeper digg'd love's mine than I, 
Say, where his centric happiness doth lie : 

I have lov'd, and got, and told ; 
But should I love, get, teU, till I were dd, 
I should not find that hidden mystery ; 

Oh, tis imposture all ! 
And as no chymic yet th* elixir got. 

But glorifies his pregnant pot. 

If by the way to him befal 
Scmie odorifierous thing, or medicinal. 

So lovers dream a rich and loi^ de%ht. 

But get a winter-seeming summer's night. 

Jc^nscm and Donne, as Dr Hurd remarks, were 
then in the highest esteem. 

It is rdated by Clarendon, that Cowley always 
acknowledges his obligation to the learning and 
industry of Johnson ; but I have found no traces of 
Johnson in his works : to emulate Donne appears to 
have been his purpose ; and fix»n Donne he may 
have learned that familiarity with religious images, 
and that light allusion to sacred things, by wEich 
readers, far short of sanctity^ are frequently offended ; 
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and which wmild not be borne in the present ag^ 
when devotion^ perhaps not more fervent^ is more 
delicate^ 

Having produced one passage taken by Cowley 
from Donne, I will recompense him by another 
whidi Milton seems to have borrowed fixim him. 
He says of Goliah, 

His spear, the trunic was of a lofty tree« 

Which nature meant some tall ship's mast should b^ 

Milton of Satan : 

His spear, to equal which the tallest pine 
Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast 
Of some great admiral, were but a wand 
He walked with. 

His diction was in his own time censured as neg-- 
ligent. He seems not to have known, or not to 
have considered, that words being arbitrary must 
owe their power to association, and have the influ- 
ence, and that only, which custom has given them. 
Language is the dress of thought : and as the no* 
blest mien, or most graceful action, would be de- 
graded and obscured by a garb appropriated to the 
gross employments of rustics or mechanics ; so the 
most heroic sentiments will lose their efficacy, and 
the most splendid ideas drop their magnificence, if 
they are conveyed by words used conunonly upon 
low and trivial occasions, debased by vulgar mouths, 
and contaminated by inelegant applications. 

Truth indeed is always truth, and reason is always 
reason ; they have an intrinsic and unalterable value, 
and constitute that intellectual gold which defies de- 
struction : but gold may be so concealed ^n baser 
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fliatter, that only a chymist can reeov'er it ; sense 
may be so hidden in unrefined and plebeian words, 
that none but philosophers can distinguish it ;, and 
both may be so buried in impurities, as not to pay 
the cost of their ejctraetion. 

The diction, being the vehicle of the thoughts, 
first presents itself to the intellectual eye : and if the 
first appearance offends, a fiulher knowledge is not 
often sought Whatever professes to benefit by 
pleasing, must please at once. The pleasures of the 
mind imply something sudden and unexpected: 
that which elevates must always surprise. Wliat is 
perceived by slow degrees may gratify us with the 
consciousness of improvement, but will never strike 
with the sense of pleasure. 

Of all this, Cowley appears to h^ve been without 
knowledge, or without care. He makes no selection 
of words, nor seeks any neatness of phrase ; he has 
Ho elegances either lucky or elaborate : As his en- 
deavours were rather to impress sentences upon the 
understanding, than images on the fancy ; he has 
few epithets, and those scattered without peculiar 
propriety or nice adaptation. It seems to follow 
from the necessity of the subject, rather than the 
care of the writer, that the diction ci the heroic 
poem is less familiar than that of his slightest writ- 
ings. He has given not the same numbers, but 
the same diction, to the gentle Anacreon and the 
tempestuous Pindar. ^ 

His versification seems to have had very little of 
his care ; and if what he thinks be true, tliat his 
numbers are unmusical only when they are ill read» 
the art of reading them is at present loist ; for they 



68 COWLEY. 

are commonly harsh to modem ears. He has indeed, 
many noble lines, sudi as the feeble care of Waller 
never could produce. The bulk of his thoughts^ 
sometimes swelled his verse to unexpected and in- 
evitable grandeur ; but his excellence of this kind 
is merely fortuitous : he sinks willingly down to 
his general carelessness, and avoids with very little 
care either meanness or asperity. 

His ccmtractions are often rugged and harsh : 

One flings a mountairi, and its rivers too 
Tom up with't 

His rh3rmes are very often made by pronouns, or 
particles, or the like unimportant words, which 
disappoint the ear, and destroy the energy of the 
line. 

His combination of different measures is some* 
times dissonant and unpleasing ; he joins verses to* 
gether, of which the former does not slide easily 
into the latter. 

The words do and did, which so much degrade in 
present estimation the line that admits them, were 
in the time of Cowley little censured or avoided ; 
how oftien he used them, and with how bad an effect^ 
at least to our ears, will appear by a passage, in 
which every reader will lament-to see just and noble' 
thoughts defrauded of their praise by indegance of 
language : 

Where honour or where Gonsdenoe does not bind# . 

No other law shall shackle me; 

Slave to myself I ne'er will be; 
Nor shall my future actions be confin'd 

By my own present mind. 
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Who by reaolTCs and tows engaged does ilHid 

For days, tha^ jet belong to &ite. 
Does like an unthrift mortgage his estate. 

Before it faQs into his hand ; 

The bondman of the cloister so« 
All that he does receive does always owe. 
And stfll as time comes in, it goes away. 

Not to enjoy, but debts to pay ! 

Unhappy slave, and pupil to a bell ! 
Which his hour's work as well as hours does tell : 
Unhi^py till the last, the kind releasing knell. 

His heroic lines are often formed of monosyllables ; 
but yet they are sometimes sweet and sonorous. 

He says of the Messiah, 

Bound the whole earth his dreaded name shall sound. 
And reach to worlds that must not yet be found. 

In another place, of David, 

* Yet bid him go securely, when he sends ; 

Tis Sanl that is his foe, and we his friends* 
The man who has his God, no aid can lack ; 
And we who bid him go, will bring him back. 

Yet amidst his negligence he sometimes attempted 
an improved and scientific versification ; of which 
it will be best to give his own account subjoined to 
this line: 

Nor can the gloiy contain itself in th' endless space. 

^ I am sorry that it is necessary to admonish the 
most part of readers, that it is not by negligence 
that this verse is so loose, long, and, as it were, 
vast ; it is to paint in the number the nature of 
the thing which it describes, which I would have 
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observecl iri divers otlier places of this poem, that 
else win pass for veiy Careless verses : as before, 

^ And over-ruhs ttie neighboring fields with Yiolent oomse." 

^ In the second book ; 

*^ Down a predpioe deep» down he etfU them elL* 

* 

** And, 

" And feQ a-down his ahoulddrs with looee care." 

^ In the third, 

" Brass was his helmet, his boots brass, and o'er 
His breast a thick plate of strong brass he wor6.'^ 

** In the fourth, 

" Like some fiiir pine o*er-loddng all th* ignobler wood." 

« And, 

'' Some from the rocks cast themselves down headlong." 

** And many mons : but it is enough to instance!^ 
in a few. The thing is, that the disposition of words 
and numbers should be such, as that, out of the 
order and sound of them, the things themselves 
toay be represented. .This the Greeks were not so 
accurate as to bind themselves to ; neither have our 
English poets observed it fcnr aught I can find 
The Latins {qni nmsas colunt severiores) sometimes 
did it ; and their prince, Virgil, always : in whom 
the examples are innumerable, and taken notice of 
by all judicious men, so that it is superfluous to 
collect them*** 

I know not whether he has in many of these in- 
stances attdned the representation or resemblance 
that he purposes. Verse can imitate only sound 
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md motioD. A boundless varse> a headlong vens^ 
and a verse of toass or of strong brass, seem to 
comprise veiy inaHigruous and unsociable ideas. 
What there is peculiar in the sound of the line ex^ 
pressing loose oare, I cannot discover i ncnr why the 
pine is taller in an Alexandrine than in ten syllaUes. 
But, not to defraud him of his due praise, he has 
given one example of representative versification, 
which perhaps no other English Une can equal* 

Begin, be bold, and venture to be wise * 

He who defers this work from day to day. 

Does on a river's bank expecting stay 

Till the whole stream that ^topp'd him shall be goiie> 

Which runs, am}, as it runtf, for ever shall run oi^ 

• 

Cowiey was, I believe, the first poet that mingled 
Alexandrines at pleasure with the common heroic 
of ten syllables ; and from him Dry den borrowed 
.the practice, whether ornamental or licentious. He 
eoncidered tibe verse of twelve syllaUes as elevated 
and majestic, and has therefore deviated into that 
measure when he supposes the voice beivd of the 
Supreme Being. 

The author of the Davideis la commended bjr 
Dryden for having written it in couplets, because 
he discovered that any staff was too lyrical for am 
heroic poem ; but this seems to have been known 
before by May and Sandys, the translators of tha 
JPharsalia and Metamorphoses. 

In the Davideis are some bemisticbs, or verses 
left imperfect by the author, in imitation of VirgH, 
whom he supposes not to have intended to complete 
them. That this opinion is erroneous, may be pro- 
bably concluded, because this tuncation is ioii-' 

VOL. IX. F 
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toted by no subsequent Roman poet ; because Vir-' 
gil himself filled up one broken line in the heat of 
recitation; because in one the sense is now un- 
finished ; and because all that can be done by a 
bi'oken verse, a line intersected by a ccesura, and a 
full stop, will equally effect. 

Of triplets in his Davideis he makes no use, and 
perhaps did not at first think them allowable ; but 
he appears afterwards to have changed his mind, 
for in the verses on the government of Cromwell 
he inserts them liberally with great happiness. 

Afler so much criticism on his poems, the essays 
which accompany them must not be forgotten. 
What is said by Sprat of his conversation, that no 
man could draw ftoia it any suspicion of his excel- 
lence in poetry, may be applied to these composi- 
tions. No author ever kept his verse and his prose 
at a greater distance from each other. His thoughts, 
are natural, aiid his style has a smooth and placid 
equability, which has never yet obtained its due 
commendation. Nothing is far sought, or hard 
laboured; but all is easy without feebleness, and 
familiar without grossness. 

It has been observed by Felton, in his essay on 
the classics, that Cowley was beloved by every 
muse that he courted ; and that he has rivalled the 
ancients in every kind of poetry but tragedy. 

It may be affirmed, without any encomiastic fer- . 
vour, that he brought to his poetic labours a mind 
replete with learning, and that his pages are embel- 
lished with all the ornaments which -books could 
supply ; that he was the first who imparted to Eng'p 
Ush numbers the enthusiasm of the greater ode, and 
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the gaiety of the less , that he was equally qualified 
for sprightly sallies, and for lofty flights; that he was 
among those who freed translation from servility, 
and, instead of following its author at a distance, 
walked by his side ; and that if he left yersification 
yet improveable, he left likewise from time to time 
such specimens of excellence as enabled succeeding 
poets to improve it. 
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Of Sir John Denham very little is known but 
what is related of him by Wood, or by himself. 

He was bom in Dublin in 1615; the only son 
of Sir John Denham, of Little Horsley in Esseig 
then chief baron of the exchequer in Ireland, and 
of Eleanor, daughter of Sir Garret More, baron of 
Mellefont 

Xwo years afterwards, bis father, being made one 
of the barons of the exchequer in England, brought 
him away from his native country, and educated 
him in London. 

In 16S1 he was sent to Oxford, where he was con* 
sidered ^^ as a dn aming young man, given more to 
dice and cards than study;" and therefore gave 
no prognostics of his future eminence; nor wag 
suspected to conceal, under sluggishness and laxity, 
a genius born to improve the literature of his 
country. 



Whenbe trw, three yews afterwards, removed to 
Linooln'8 Inn, be piosecuted the common law with 
mfficient if^pearance cf ap^kation ; yet did not kw 
his propensity to cards and dice ; but was very ot- 
tm plundered by gamesrters. 

BeHng aeverely reproved for tluB folly, be pro* 
fessed, and perhaps believed, himself redaimed; 
«nd, to testify the rincerity of his repentance, wrote 
and pubtished '< An £ssay upon Gaming." 

He seems to have divided his studies between law 
and poetry ; for, m 1686, he translated the second 
book of the iCneid. 

Two years after, his fitther died ; and then, not- 
withstanding his resolutions and professions, he re- 
turned again to the vice of gaming, and lost sevend 
thousand pounds that had been left him. 

In 1641, he published « The Sophy.- This 
seems to have given him his first bnAd of the pub- 
lie attention ; for Waller remarked, *• That he 
broke out like the Irish rebellion, three-score thou- 
sand strong, whiHi nobody was aware, or in the least 
suspected it f an observation which could haife 
had no propriety, had his poetical aUyiities been 
known before. 

He was after that ^cked for sheriff of Surrey, 
and made governor of Farnham Castle f<H- the king ; 
but he soon resigned that charge, and retreated to 
Oxford, where, in 1643, he published ^Ccop&^s 

This poem had such reputation as to excite the 
common artifice by which envy degmdes excel-' 
lence. 

A report was spread, that the perfonnan9e was 
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not his own, but that he had bought it of a yicar 
for forty pounds. Tlie same attempt was made to 
rob Addison of bis Cato, and Pope of his Essay on 
Criticism. 

In 1647, the distresses of the royal family requi- 
red him to engage in more dangerous employitietits. 
He was entrusted by the queen with a message to 
the king ; and, by whatever means, so far softened 
the ferocity of Hugh Peters^ that by his intercession 
admission was procured. Of the king's eondesoen- 
sion he has given an account in the dedication of 
his works. 

He was afterwards employed in carrying on the 
king's correspondence ; and, as he says, discharged 
this office with great' safety to the royalists : and^ 
being accidentally discovered by the adverse party's 
knowledge of Mr Cowley's hand, he escaped hap- 
pily both for himself and his friends. 

He was yet engaged in a greater undertaking. 
In April 1648, he conveyed James the Duke of 
York from I^ndon into France, and delivered him 
there to the queen and prince of Wales. This 
year he published his translation of " Cato Major." 

He now resided in France, as one of the follow- 
ers of the exiled king ; and, to divert the melan- 
choly of their condition, was sometimes enjoined by 
his master to write occasional verses ; one of which 
amusements was probably his ode or song upon the 
embassy to Poland, by which he and Lord Crofts 
procured a contribution of ten thousand pounds 
from the Scotch that wandered over that kingdom. 
Poland was at that time very much frequented by 
itinerant traders, who, in a country of very little 
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commerce and of great extent, where every man re- 
sided on his own estate, o(»itributed very much to 
the accommodation of life, by bringing to every 
man's house those little necessaries which it was 
very inconvenient to want, and very troublesome 
to fetch. I have formerly read, without much re- 
flection, of the multitude of Scotchmen that travel- 
led with their wares in Poland; and that their 
numbers were not small, the success of this negocia- 
tion ^ves sufficient evidence. 

About this time, what estate the war . and the 
gamesters had left him, was sold by order of the 
parUament: and when, in 1652, he returned to 
England, he was entertained by the Earl of Pem- 
broka 

Of the next years of his life there is no account 
At the restoration he obtained that which many 
missed, the reward of his loyalty ; being made sur* 
veyor of the king's buildings, and dignified with 
the order of the Bath. He seems now to have leam^ 
ed some attention to money ; for Wood says, that 
he got by this place seven thousand pounds. 

After the restoration, he wrote the poem on Pru* 
dence and Justice, and perhaps some of his other 
pieces; and as he appears, whenever any serious 
question comes before him, to have been a man of 
piety, he consecrated his pofetical powers to reli*- 
gion, and made a metrical version of the Psalms o£ 
David. In this attempt he has failed ; but in sar 
cred poetry, who has succeeded ? 

It might be hoped that the favour of his master, 
land esteem of the public, would now make him 
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happy. But human felidtj is short ind uncertain; 
a second marriage brought upon him so tnuch dis- 
quiet^ a$ for a titne disordel^d his understanding ; 
and Butler lampooned him ^r his lunacj. I know 
not whether the malignant lines were then made 
public, not what provocation incited Butler to dd 
that which no provocation can excuse. 

His frenzy lasted not long ; and he seemk to hav^ 
regained his full force of mikid ; fbr he wrote after- 
wards his excellent poem upon the dtath of Cow- 
ley, whom he was not long to survive ; for on tihS 
19th of March 1668, he was buried by his side. 

Denham is deservedly considered as one of ihe 
Others of English poetry. " Denham and WaUer," 
says Prior, " improved our versification, and Diy- 
den pafected it He has given us specimens of va- 
rious compositions, descriptive, ludicrous, didactic, 
and sublime. 

He f^pears to have had, in common with almost 
all mankind, the ambition of being, upon proper 
occasions, a merry feUow ; and in comlnoti with most 
of them, to have been by nature, or by eaily habits, 
debarred from it Nothing is fess exhilarating than 
the ludicrousness of Denham ; he does not Gnl for 
want of efforts ; be is familiar, he is gross ; but he ^ 
l»ever merry, unless the " Speech against Peace in 
die cidse Committee" be excepted. For grave bur- 
lesque, however, his imitation of Davenant shew^ 
him to have been well qualified, 
r* Of his more elevated occasional poems, there is 

.tf*. perhaps none that does not deserve commendation. 

In the verses to Fletcher, we have an image that 
has since been often adopted 
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^ Bi* whiOer m I iteaj'd ? IneednMnifle 
Trophies to tbee from other men's dispraise ; 
Nor is thy fame on lesser ruins boil^ 
^ Noih need th]r Juster title the foul guUt 
^ Of eastern kings, irho, tb seeim their t^kgx^ 
^ JAtA hate their farotfaen» iDn% and kindrfd, ataih;'' 

9 

After Denham, Orrery, in one of his prologueiip 

Poets are sultans, if they had their will ; 
For every author would his brother kilL'* 



a 



And P<^, 

'' Should such a man, too fond to rule aloft*, 
** bear like the Turk no brothel Kiear the thrdfeto*'' 

But this is ^ot the best of his little pieces : it is 
exoelled by his poem to Fanshaw, and his ele|^ on 
Cowley. 

Hils praise of Fanshaw's version of Guarini ooii» 
tains a very sprightly and judicious charoctar of % 
fjood. ^wislator t 

That servile path thou nobly dost decline, 
Q£ tracing word b^ word, and line by line. 

** Those are the laboured births of slavish braini^ 

'^ Not the effect of poetry, but pains ; 

** Cheap vulgar arts, whose narrowness aflbids 

*' No flight for thoughts, but poorly Aide ift ItoIrIs. 

** A new and nobler way thou dost pursue, 

^' To make translations and translators too ; 

'' They but preserve the ashes, thou the flame ; 

*^ True to hia sense, but truer to his fame." 






The excellence of these lines is greater, as the 
truth which they contain was not at that time ge- 
nerally known. 

His poem on the death of Cowley was hift last, 
and, among bis shorter works^ his btst peiibitti- 
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ance : the numbers are musical, and the thoughts 
are just. 

" Cooper's Hill*' is the work which confers upon 
him the rank and dignity of an original author. He 
seems to have been, at least among us, the author 
of a species of composition that may be denominat- 
ed local poetry^ of ^hich the fundamental subject 
is some particular landscape, to be poetically de- 
scribed with the addition of such embellishments as 
may be supplied by historical retrospection or ind- 
dental meditation. 

To tn^ a new scheme of poetry has in itself a 
very high claim to praise ; and its praise is yet more 
when it is apparently copied by Garth and Pope ; 
after whose names little will be gained by an enu^^ 
meration of smaller poets, that have left scarcely a 
corner of the island not dignified either by rhyme 
or blank verse. 

** Cooper's HiH," if it be maliciously inspected, 
will not be found without its faults. The digres- 
sions are too long, the morality too frequent, and 
the sentiments sometimes such as will not bear a 
rigorous enquiry. 

The four verses, which, since Dryden has com- 
mended them, almost every writer for a century 
past has imitated, are generally known. 

" O could I flow like thee^ and make thy stream 

" My great example, as it is my theme ! 

'' Though deep, yet clear ; though gentle, yet not dull ; 

*^ Strong without rage, without overflowing full." 



The lines are in themselves not perfect ; for most 
* the words^ thus artfully opposed, are to be un- 
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derstood simply on one side of the comparison, and 
metaphorically on the other ; and if there be any 
language which does not express intellectual opera- 
tions by material images, into that language they 
cannot be translated. But so much meaning is com- 
prized in so few words ; the particulars of resem- 
blance are so perspicaciously collected, and eveiy 
mode of excellence sep^ted from its adjacent fault 
by so nice a line of limitation ; the diflferent parts of 
the sentence are. so accurately adjusted ; and the 
flow df the last couplet is so smooth and sweet ; that 
the passage, however celebrated, has not been 
praised above its merit It has beauty pecidiar to 
itself, and must be numbered among those felicities 
which cannot be produced at will by wit and labour, 
but must rise unexpectedly in some hour propitious 
to poetry. 

He appears to have been one of the first that un- 
derstood the necessity of emancipating translation 
from the drudgery of counting lines and interpret- 
ing single words. How much this servile practice 
obscured the clearest, and deformed the most beau- 
tiful parts of the ancient authors, may be discovered 
by a perusal of our earlier versions ; some of them 
are the works of men well qualified, not only b}^ 
critical knowledge, but by poetical genius, who yet^ 
by a mistaken ambition of exactness, degraded at 
once their originals and themselves. 

Denham saw the better way, but has not pursued 
it with great success. His versions of Virgil are 
not pleasing : but they taught Dryden to please 
better. His poetical imitation of Tully on ** Old 
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Age** hit nather the doamesi of praM, nor tiie 
gprightlinest of poetry. 

The ^ strength of Denham,** wfaidi Pope 60 em- 
phatically mentions, is to be fomid in many lines 
and couplets, which convey much meaning in few 
words, and exhibit the sentiment witkmoie wei^^ 
tiuui bulk* 

On the Thatnes. 

^ Though with those str^nn he no reiemhfaaicfe hol4 
*' Whose fbam is amber, tad their grtvel gfAd ; 
^ His genuine and less ^^ty urealth t* explore, 
^ Search not his bottom, but survej hb ahofe*'* 

On Stafford. 

^ His wisdom such, at once it did appear 

'' Three kingdoms' wonder, aad three kingdoms' fealr. 

*^ "While single he stood forth, and seem'd, although 

'' Each had an army, as an equid fee, 

^ Such was his force of eloquence to mak6 

^ The hearers m<ire concerned tiuA he that ipalUi 

" Each seem'd to act that part he came to se^ 

^ And none was more a looker-on than he : 

^' So did he move our passions, some were knowa 

'' To wish, for the defence, the crime their own, 

^ Now private pity stttive with public hat^ 

** &Mson with T^fit and eloquepce with fine/' 



On Cowley, 

** To hitti no luithof was unknown ; 

** Yet what he wrote was all hit own x 

" Horace's wit, and Virgil's state, 

'' He did not steal, but emulate 1 

^ And, when he would like them kppiar, 

^ Their garb, but not their clothes, cUd wear." 
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As one of Denham's principal claims to the re- 
gard of posterity arises firom his improvement oC 
our numbers^ h» versification ought to be eonsi- 
ckvedL It will afford that pleasure which arises 
from the observation of a man of judgment natu« 
rally right, forsaking bad copies by degrees, and 
advancing towards a better practice, as he gains 
more confidence in himself. 

In his translation of Virgil, written when he was 
about twenty-one years old, may be still found the 
old manner of continuing the sense ungracefidly 
from verse to verse : 

" Then all those 
" Who in the dark our fury did escape, 

Returning, know our borrow'd bxtos, and shape. 

And differing dialect ; then their numbers swell 
'' And grow upon us : first Choroebus fell 
" Before Minerva's altar ; next did bleed *| 

Just Ripheus, whom no Tro an did exceed > 

In virtue, yet the gods his £ite decreed. J 

Then Hypanis and Dymas, wounded by 
'' Their friends ; nor thee, Pantheus, thy piety; 
'' Nor consecrated mitre,. from the same 

ill fate could save ; my country's funeral flame 

And Troy's eold ashes I attest, and call 

To witness for myself, that in their fall 

No foes, no death, nor danger, I declin'd, 
" Did and deserv'd no less, my fate to find.** 

From this kind of concatenated metre he after^ 
wards refrained, and taught his followers the art of 
concluding their sense in cou{^ts ; which has per-« 
haps been with rather too much constancy ptirsued. 

This passage exhibits one of those triplets which 
are not unjrequent in this first essay, but whidi it 
is to be supposed his maturer judgment disapproved, 
since in his latter works he has totally ^wibotne thrai. 
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His rhymes are such as seem found without diffi- 
culty, by following the sense ; and are for the most 
part as exact at least as those of other poets, though 
BOW and then the reader is shifted off with what he 
ean get: 

'" O how tranaform'd ! 
" How much unlike t^iat Hector, who retum'd 
'' Clad in Achilles' spoils !** 

And again: 

** From thence a thousand lesser poets sprung 
*' Like petty princes from the faU of Rome.** 

Sometimes the weight of rhyme is laid upon a 
word too feeble to sustain it : 

'' Troy confounded falk 
'^ From aU her glories : if it might have stood 
" By any power, by this right hand it should. 
^' And though my outward state misfortune hath 
" Deprest thus low, it cannot reach my faith.** 
^' — Thus, by his fraud and our own £uth o'ercome^ 
'' A feigned tear destroys us, against whom 
" Tydides nor Achilles could prevaO, 
*' Nor ten years conflict, nur a thcmsand saiL** 



He is not very careful to vary the ends of his 
verses; in one passage the word " die** rhymes 
three couplets in six. 

Most of these petty faults are in his first produc- 
tions, when he was less skilful, or at least less dex- 
trous in the use of words ; and though they had 
been more frequent, they could only have lessened 
the grace, not the strength of his composition. He 
is one of the writers that improved our taste, and 
advanced our language, and whom we ought there- 
fore to read with gratitude, though, having done 
much| he left much to do. 



MILTON. 



T^HE life of Milton has been already written in so 
many forms, and with such minute enquiry, that I 
might perhaps more properly have contented my- 
self with the addition of a few notes on Mr Fenton's 
elegant abridgment, but that a new narrative was 
thought necessary to the uniformity of this edition. 

John Milton was by birth a gentleman, de- 
scended from the proprietors of Milton, near Thame^ 
in Oxfordshire, one of whom forfeited his estate in 
the times of York and Lancaster. Which side he 
took I know not ; his descendant inherited no vene- 
ration for the white rose. 

His grand&ther John was keeper of the forest of 
Shotover, a zealous papist, who disinherited his 
son, because he had forsaken the religion of his an- 
cestors. 

His father John, who was the son disinherited, 
had recourse for his support to the profession of « 
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•criviner. He was a man eminent for his skiU in 
music, many of his compositions being still to be 
found; and his reputation in his profession was 
such, that he grew rich, and retired to an estate* 
He had probably more than common literature, as 
his son addresses him in one of his most elaborate 
Latin poems. He married a gentlewoman of the 
name of Caston, a Welsh family, by whom he had 
two sons, John the poet, and Christopher, who stu* 
died the law, and adhered, ac( the law taught him, 
to the king's party, for which he was a while perse- 
cuted, but having, by his brothers interest, obtain- 
ed permission to live in quiet, he supported himself 
so honourably by chamber-practice, that, soon after 
the accession of King James, he was knighted, and 
made a judge; but his constitution b^ing too weak 
fi>r business, he retired b^re any disrepataUe com« 
pliances became necessary. 

He had likewise a daughter Anne, whom he mar- 
ried with a considerable fortune to Edward Pbilipi^ 
who came from Shrewsbury, and rose in the crown- 
office to be secondary : by him shs had two sons, 
John and Edward, who w&e educated 1^ the poet, 
and from whom is derived the only authentic ac« 
count of his domestic manna% 

John, the poet, was bom in his father's house, at 
the Spread-Eagle in Bread^street, Dec. 9» 1608, 
between six and seven in the morning. His father 
appears to have been very solicitous about his edu* 
cation ; for he was instructed at first by private tui- 
tion under the care of Thomas Young, who was 
afterwards chaplain to the Eng^idi merchants at 
Hamburgh, and of whom w« have reason to think 
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well, since his scholar considered him as worthy of 
an epistolary elegy. 

He was then sent to St PauPs school, under the 
care of Mr Gill ; and removed, in the beginning of 
his sixteenth year, to Christ's College in Cambridge, 
where he entered a sizar, Feb. 12, 1624. 

He was at this time eminently skilled in the Latin 
tongue ; and he himself, by annexing the dates to 
his first compositions, a boast of which the learned, 
politician had given him an examples, eems to com* 
mend the earliness of his own proficiency to the no* 
tice of posterity. But the products of his vernal 
fertility have been surpassed by many, and parti- 
cularly by his contemporary Cowley. Of the powers 
of the mind it is difficult to form an estimate ; many, 
have excelled Milton in their first essays, who never 
rose to works like Paradise Lost. 

At fifteen, a date which he uses till he is sixteen, 
he translated or versified two psalms, 114 and 1S6, 
which he thought worthy of the public eye ; but 
they raise no great expectations : they would in any 
numerous school have obtained praise, but not ex- 
cited wonder. 

Many of his elegies appear to have been written 
in his eighteenth year, by which it appears that he 
had then read the Roman authors with very nice 
discernment I once heard Mr Hampton, the tran- 
slator of Folybius, remark, what I think is true, that 
Milton was the first Englishman who, after the re- 
vival of letters, wrote Latin verses with classic ele- 
gance. If any exceptions ten be made, they are 
very few : Haddon and Ascham, the pride of Eli- 
zabeth's reign, however they have succeeded in 
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prose, no sooner attempt verse than they provoke 
derision. If we produced any thing vrofrtiry of no- 
tice before the elegies of Milton, it was perhitps 
Alabaster's Roxana, 

Of the exercises which the rules of the univer- 
sity required, some were published by him in his 
maturer years. They had been undoubtedly ap- 
plauded ; for they were srucli as few can perform ; 
yet there is reason to suspect that he was regarded 
in his college with no great fondness. That he ob* 
tained no fellowship is certain ; but the uiikindness 
with which he was treated was not merely negative. 
I am ashamed to relate what I fear is true, that* 
Milton was one of the last students in either univer- 
sity that suffered the public Indignity of corporal 
correction. 

It was, in the violence of controversid hostility, 
objected to him, that he was expeUed : this he stea- 
dily denies, and it was apparently not true ; but it 
seems plain, from his own verses to Diodati, that he 
had incurred rustication, a temporary dismission 
into the country, with perhaps the loss of a term. 

Me tenet urbs reflua quam Thamesis alluit unda, 

Meque nee invxtum patria dulcis habet. 
Jam nee anindiferum mihi cora revisere CamuiQ« 

Nee dudum vetiti me laris angit amorv— 
Nee duri libet usque minas perferre magistn, 

Cseteraque ingenio non subeunda meo. 
Si sit hoc exilium patrios adiise penates^ 

£t vacuum curis otia grata sequi^ 
Non ego vel profugi nomen aortemve recuso^ 

Letus et exilii conditione fruor. 

I cannot find any meaning but this, which even 
lundness and reference can give the term vetiti 
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lariSs '^ a habitation from which he is excluded ;" 
or how *' exile" can b6 otherwise mterpreted. He 
declares yet more, that he is weslry of enduring the 
threats of a rigourous master, and something else^ 
which a temper like his cannot undergo. What 
was more than threat was probably punishment 
This poem, which mentions his " exile," proves 
likewise that it was not perpetual : for it concludes 
with a resolution of returning sometime to Cam- 
bridge. And it may be conjectured, from the will- 
ingness with which he has perpetuated the memory 
of his exile, that its cause was such as gave him no 
shame. 

He took both the usual degrees ; that of bache- 
lor in 1628, and that of master in 1632 ; but he left 
the university with no kindness for its institution, 
alienated either by the injudicious severity of his 
governors, or his own captious perverseness. The 
cause cannot now be known, but the effect appears 
in his writings. His scheme of education, inscribed 
to Hartlib, supersedes all academical instruction, 
being intended to comprise the whole time which 
men usually spend in literature, from their entrance 
upon grammar, till they proceed, as it is called/mas- 
ters of arts. And in his discourse on the likeliest 
way to remove hirelings out of the church, he inge- 
niously proposes, that the profits of flie lands for- 
feited by the act for superstitious uses should be 
applied to such academies all over the land where 
languages and arts may be taught together ; so that 
youth may be at once brought up to a competency 
of learning and an honest trade : by which means 
such of them as had the gift, being enabled to sup- 
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port themselves without tithes by the latter, may, 
by the help of the former, become worthy preachers. 

One of his objections to academical education, as 
it was then conducted, is, that men designed for 
orders in the church were permitted to act plays, 
writhing and unboning their clergy limbs to all the 
antic and dishonest gestures of trincalos, bufibonsy 
and bawds, prostituting the shame of that ministry 
which they had, or were near having, to the eyes of 
courtiers and court ladies, their grooms and made- 
moiselles. 

This is sufficiently peevish in a man, who^ when 
he mentions his exile from the college, relates, with 
great luxuriance, the compensation which the plea- 
sures of the theatre afford him. Plays were there- 
fore only criminal when they were acted by acade- 
mics. 

He went to the university with a design of enter- 
ing into the church, but in time altered (lis mind ; 
for he declared, that whoever became a clergyman 
must, ** subscribe slave, and take an oath withal ; 
which, unless he took with a conscience that could 
not retch, he must straight perjure himself. He 
thought it better to prefer a blameless silence before 
the office of speaking, bought and begun with ser- 
vitude and forswearing." 

These expressions are, I find, applied to the sub- 
scription of the articles ; but it seems more probable 
that they relate to canonical obedience. I know 
not any of the articles which seem to thwart his opi- 
nions: but the thoughts of obedience, whether 
canonical or civil, raised his indignation. 

unwillingness to engage in the ministry, per- 
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haps not yet advanced to a settled resolution of de- 
dining it, appears in a letter to one of his friends, 
who had reproved his suspended and dilatory life, 
which he seems to have imputed to an unsatiable 
curiosity, and fantastic luxury of various knowledge. 
To this he writes a cool and plausable answer, in 
which he endeavours to persuade him, that the delay 
proceeds not from the delights of desultory study, 
but from the desire of obtaining more fitness for his 
task ; and that he goes on, not taking thought of 
being late, so it gives advantage to be more fit. 

When he left the university he returned to his 
father, then residing at Horton in Buckinghamshire^ 
with whom he lived five years ; in which time he is 
said to have read all the Greek and Latin writers. 
With what limitations this universality is to be un- 
derstood, who shall inform us ? 

It might be supposed, that he who read so much 
should have done nothing else ; but Milton found 
time to write the Masque of Comus, which was pre- 
sented at Ludlow, then the residence of the Lord 
President of Wales in 1634 ; and had the honour 
of being acted by the Earl of Bridgewater's sons and 
daughter. The fiction is derived ftom Homer^s 
Circe ; but we never can refuse to any modem the 
liberty of borrowing from Homer : 

His next production was Lyddas, an elegy, writ- 
ten in 1637» on the death of Mr King, the son of 
Sir John King, secretary for Ireland in the time of 
Elizabeth, James, and Charies. King was much a 
favourite at Cambridge, and many of the wits joined 
to do honour to his memory. Milton's acquaintance 
with the Italian writers may be discovered by a 
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mixture of longer and shorten verses, according to 
the rules of Tuscan poetry, and his malignity to the 
church by some lines which are interpreted as threat- 
ening its extermination. 

He is supposed about this time to have written 
his Arcades ; for, while he lived at Horton, he used 
sometimes to steal from his studies a few days, 
which he spent at Harefield, the house of the Coun- 
tess dowager of Derby, where the Arcades made 
part of a dramatic enteitainment. 

He began now to grow weary of the country, 
and had some purpose of taking chambers in the 
Inns of Court, when the death pf his mother set 
him at liberty to travel, for which he obtained his 
father's consent, and Sir Henry Wotton's directions ; 
with the celebrated precept of prudence, i^pensieri 
stretti, cd il viso sciolto ; ** thoughts close, and looks 
loose." 

In 1638 he lefc England, and went first to Paris ; 
where, by the fiivour of Lord Scudamore, he had 
the opportunity of visiting Grotius, then residing at 
the French court as ambassador from Ciiristina of 
Sweden. From Paris he hasted into Italy, of whicli 
he had with particular diligence studied the language 
and literature ; and though he seems to have intend- 
ed a very quick perasnbulation of the country, staid 
two months at Florence; where he found his way 
into the academies, and produced his compositions 
with such applause as appears to have exalted him 
in his own opinicHi, and confirmed him in the hope, 
that, *' by labour and intense study, which," says he, 
" I take to be my portion in this life, joined witli a 
strong propensity of nature," he might ''leave some- 
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thing so written to after*times, as they should not 
willingly let it die/' 

It appears^ in all his writings, that he had the 
usual concomitant of great ^abilities, a lofty and 
steady confidence in himself, perhaps not without 
some contempt of others ; for searcely any man ever 
wrote so much, and praised so few. Of his praise 
he was very frugal ; as he set its value high, and 
consktefed his mention of a name as a security against 
the waste of time, and a certain preservative fixnn 
oblivion. 

At Florence he could not indeed complain that 
his merit wanted distinction. Carlo Dati presented 
him with an encomiastic inscription, in the tumid 
lapidary style ; and Frandni wrote him an ode, of 
which the first stanza is only empty noise ; the rest 
are perhaps too diffiise on common topics : but the 
last is natural and beautifuL 

From Florence he went to Sienna, and (rom^ 
Sienna to Rome, where he was again received with 
kindness by the learned and the great Hotstenias, 
the keeper of the Vatican library, who had rended 
three years at Oxford, introduced him to Cardinal 
Barberini; and he, at a musical entertainmenl^ 
waited for him at tlie door, and led him bv the 
hand into the assembly. Here Selvaggi praised him 
in a distich, and Salsilli in a tetrastic ; neither of 
them of much value. The Italians were gainers by 
this literary commerce; for the encomiums with 
which Milton repaid Salsilli, though not secure 
against a stem grammarian, turn the balance indis* 
putably in Milton's favour. 

Of these Italian testimonies, poor as they are, 
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he was proud enough to publish them before iM 
poems ; though he says, he cannot be suspected but 
to have known that they were said non tarn de se, 
guam supra se. 

At Rome, as at Florence, he staid only two 
months ; a time indeed sufficient, if he desired only 
to ramble with an explainer of its antiquities, or to 
view palaces and count pictures ; but certainly too 
short for the contemplation of learning, policy, or 
manners. 

From Home he passed on to Naples in company 
of a hermit, a companion from whom little could 
be expected ; yet to him Milton owed his introduc- 
tion to Manso marquis of Villa, who had been be- 
fore the patron of Tasso. Manso was enough de- 
lighted with his accomplishments to honour him 
with a sorry distich, in which he commends him 
for every thing but his religion : and Milton, in 
return, addressed him in a Latin poem, which must 
have raised an high opinion of English elegance and 
literature. 

His purpose was now to have visited Sicily and 
Greece; but, hearing of the differences between 
the king and parliament, he thought it proper to 
hasten home, rather than pass his life in foreign 
amusements while his countrymen were contending 
for their rights* He therefore came back to Rome, 
though the merchants informed him of plots laid 
against him by the Jeusits, for the liberty of his 
conversations on religion. He had sense enough to 
judge that there was no danger, and therefore kept 
on his way, and acted as before, neither obtruding 
nor shunning controversy. He had perhaps given 
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some offence by visiting Gralileo, then a prisoner in 
the Inquisition, for philosophical heresy ; and at Na- 
ples he was told by Manso, that, by his declarations 
on religious questions, he had excluded himself from 
some distinctions which he should otherwise have 
paid him. S[ut such conduct, though it did not 
please, was yet sufficiently safe ; and Milton staid 
two months more at Rome, and went on to Florence 
without molestation. 

From Florence he visited Lucca. He afterwards 
went to Venice ; and, having sent away a collec- 
tion of music and other books, travelled to Geneva, 
which he probably considered as the metropolis of 
orthodoxy. 

Here he reposed as in a congenial element, and 
became acquainted with John Diodati and Frede- 
rick Spanheim, two learned professors of divinity* 
From Geneva he passed through France, and came 
home, after an absence of a year and three months. 

At his return he heard of the death of his friend 
Charles Diodati, a man whom it is reasonable to 
suppose of great merit, since he was thought by 
Milton worthy of a poem, intitied ** Epitaphium 
Damonis,** written with the common but childish 
imitation of pastoral life. 

He now hired a lodging at the house of one 
Russel, a tailor in St Bride's church-yard, and 
undertook the education of John and Edward Phi- 
lips, his sister's sons. Finding his rooms too httie, 
he took a house and garden in Aldergate-Street, 
which was not then so much out of the world as it 
is now ; and chose his dwelling at the upper end of 
a passage, that he might avoid the noise of the 
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Street. Here he received more boys, to be boarded 
and instructed. 

Let not our veneration for Milton forbid us to 
look with some degree of merriment on great pro- 
mises and small performances, on the man who has- 
tens home, because his countrymen are contending 
for their liberty, and, when he reaches the scene of 
action, vapours, away his patriotism in a private 
boarding-school. This is the period of his life irom 
which all his biographers seem inclined to shrinks 
'They are unwilling that Milton should be degraded 
to a school-master ; but, since it cannot be denied 
that he taught boys, one finds out that he taught for 
nothing, and another that his motive was only zeal 
for the propagation of learning and virtue; and 
all tdl what they do not know to be true, only to 
excuse an act which no wise man will consider as in 
itself disgraceful. His &ther was alive ; his allow- 
ance was not ample ; and he supplied its defiden- 
des by an honest and useful employment. 

It is told, that in the act of education he per- 
formed wonders ; and a formidable list is given of 
the authors, Greek and Latin, that were read in 
Aldersgate-street by youth between ten and fifteen 
or sixteen years of age. Those who tell or receive 
these stories should consider, that nobody can be 
taught faster than he can learn. The speed of the 
horseman must be limited by the power of the 
horse. Every man, that has ever undertaken to in- 
ftruct others, can tell what slow advances he has 
been able to make, and how much patience it re- 
quires to recall vagrant inattention, to stimulate 
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sluggish indifference^ and to rectify absurd misap- 
prehension. 

The purpose of Milton, as it seems, was to teach 
something more solid than the common literatiure 
of schools, by reading those authors that treat of 
physical subjects ; such as the georgic and astrono^ 
mical treatises of the ancients. This was a scheme 
of improvement which seems to have busied many 
literary projectors of that age. Cowley, who had 
more means than Milton of knowing what was 
wanting to the embellishments of life, formed the 
same plan of education in his imaginary college 

But the truth is, that the knowledge of external 
nature, and the sciences which that knowledge^ re- 
quires or includes, are not the great or the frequrat 
business of the human mind. Whether we provide 
for action or conversation, whether we wish to be 
useful or pleasing, the first requisite is the religious 
and moral knowledge of right and wrong ; the next 
is an acquaintance with the history of mankind, 
and with those examples which may be said to em- 
body truth, and prove by events the reasonableness 
of opinions. Prudence and justice are virtues and 
excellences of all times and of all places ; we are 
perpetually moralists, but we are geometricians on- 
ly by chance. Our intercourse with intellectual 
nature is necessary ; our speculations upon matter 
are voluntary, and at leisure. Physiological learn- 
ing is of such rare emergence, that one may know 
another half his life, without being able to estimate 
his skill in hydrostatics or astronomy ; but his mo- 
ral and prudential character immediately appears. 
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Those authors, therefore, are to be read at schools^ 
that supply most axioms of prudence, most princi^ 
pies of moral truth, and most materials for conver- 
sation ; and these purposes are best served by poets, 
orators, and historians. 

Let me not be censured for this digression as pe- 
dantic or paradoxical ; for, if I have Milton against 
me, I have Socrates on my side. It was his labour 
to turn philosophy from the study of nature to spe- 
culations upon life ; but the innovators whom I op- 
pose are turning off attention from life to nature. 
They seem to think, that we are placed here to 
watch the growth of plants, or the motions of the 
stars. Socrates was rather of opinion, that what we 
had to learn was, how to do good, and avoid evil. 

''Ot7i T«4 U fiv/M^tn »mM,9ff mymiiflt rirvsl«(/. 

Of institutions we may judge by thdr effects. 
From this wonder-working academy, I do not know 
that there ever proceeded any man very eminent 
for knowledge : its only genuine product, I believe, 
18 a small History of Poetry, written in Liatin by 
his nephew Philips, of which perhaps none of my 
readers has ever heard. 

That in his school, as in every thing else which 
fie undertook, he laboured with great diligence, 
there is no reason for doubting. One part of his 
method deserves general imitation. He was care- 
ful to instruct his scholars in religion. Every Sun- 
day was spent upon theology ; of which he dictated 
a short system, gathered from the writers that were 
then fashionable in the Dutch universities. 
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He set his pupils an example of hard study and 
iqfmre diet ; only now and then he allowed himself 
to pass a day of festivity and indulgence with some 
gay gentlemen of Gray's Inn. 

He now began to engage in the controversies of 
the times, and lent his breath to blow the flames of 
contention. In 1641 he published a ** Treatise of 
Reformation,*" in two books, against the establish- 
ed church ; being willing to help the puritans, who 
were, he says, inferior to the prelates in learning. . 

Hall« bishop of Norndch, had published Kn 
** Humble Remonstrance,'' in defence of episco- 
pacy ; to which, in 1641, five ministers, of whose 
names the first letters made the celebrated word 
SrmctymnuuSt gave their answer. Of this answer 
a coiifiitation was attempted by the learned Usher ; 
and to the confutation Milton published a reply^ 
entitied, ** Of Frelatical Episcopacy, and whether 
it may be deduced from the apostolical times, by 
virtue of those testimonies which are alleged to that 
purpose in some late treatises, one whereof goes 
under the name of James Lord Bishop of Armagh.* 

I have transcribed this tide to show, by his cc»i- 
temptuous mention of Usher, tha,t he had now 
adopted the puritanical savageness of mannef^ 
His next work was, *^ The Reason of Church Go* 
vemment urged against prelacy. By Mr John Mil- 
ton, 1642." In this book he discovers, not with 
ostentatious exultation, but with calm confidence 
hb high opinion of his own powers ; and promises 
to undertake something, he yet knows not what, 
that may be of use and honour to his country. 
^ Tlus," says he, '* is not to be obtained but by 
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devout prayer to that Eternal Spirit that can en- 
rich with all utterance and knowledge, and sends 
out his seraphim, with the hallowed fire of his al- 
tar, to touch and purify the lips of whom he pleases. 
To this must be added industrious and select read- 
ing, steady observation, and insight into all seem- 
ly and generous arts and affairs ; till which in some 
measure be compast, I refuse not to sustain this ex- 
pectation.** From a promise like this, at once &f- 
vid^ pious, and rational, might be expected the 
** Paradise Lost.'* 

He published the same year two more pamphlets, 
upon the same question. To one of his antagonists, 
who affirms that he was vomited " out of the uni- 
versity,*' he answers, in general terms : •• The fel- 
lows of the college wherein I spent some years, at 
my parting, after I had taken two degrees, as the 
manner is, signified many times how much better 
it would content them that I should stay. — As for 
the common approbation or dislike of that place, as 
now it is, that I should esteem or disesteem myself 
the more for that, too simple is the answerer, if he 
think to obtain with me. Of small practice were 
the physician who could not judge, by what she 
and her sister have of long time vomited, that the 
worser stuff she strongly keeps in her stomach, but 
the better ishe is ever kecking at, and is queasy ; 
she vomits now out of sickness ; but before it will 
be well with her, she must vomit by strong physic. 
The universit}', in the time of her better health, 
and my younger judgment, I never greatly admi- 
red, but now much less.** 
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This is surely the language of a man who thinks 
that he has been injured. He proceeds to describe' 
the course of his conduct, and the train of his 
thoughts ; and, because he has been suspected of 
intontinence, gives an account of his own purity : 
•' That if I be justly charged,** says he, *• with this 
crime, it may come upon me with tenfold shame." 

The style of his piece is rough, and such perhaps 
was that of his antagonist. This roughness he jus- 
tifies, by great examples, in a long digression^ 
Sometimes he tries to be humurous: " Lest I 
should take him for some chaplain in hand, some 
squire of the body to his prelate, one who serves 
not at the altar only, but at the court-cupboard, he 
will bestow on us a pretty mfodel of himself; and 
sets me out half a dozen ptisical mottoes, wherever 
he had them, hopping short in the measure of con- 
viilsion fits ; in 'which labour the agony of his wit 
having escaped narrowly, instead of well-sized pe- 
riods, he greets us with a quantity of thumb-ring 
poesies. — ^And thus ends this section, or rather dis- 
section, of himself." Such is the controversial mer- 
riment of Milton. His gloomy seriousness is yet 
more offensive. Such is his malignity, ** that hell 
grows darker at his frown." 

His father, afler Reading was taken by Essex, 
came to reside in his house ; and his school increased. 
At Whitsuntide, in his thirty-fiflh year, he married 
Mary the daughter of Mr Powel, a justice of the 
peace in Oxfordshire. He brought her to town with 
him, and expected all the advantages of a conjugal 
life. The lady, however, seems not much to have 
delighted in the pleasures of spare diet and hard 
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study ; for, as Philip relates, " having for a month 
led a philosophic life, after having been used at 
home to a great house, and much company and 
joviality, her friends, possibly by her own de^re, 
made earnest suit to have her company the remun- 
ing part of the summer ; which was granted, upon 
a promise of her return at Michaelmas." 

Milton was too busy to much miss his wife : he 
pursued his studies ; and now and then visited the 
Lady Klargaret Leigh, whom he has mentioned in 
one of his sonnets. At last Michaelmas arrived ; 
but the lady had no inclination to return to the 
sullen gloom of her husband's habitation, and there- 
fore very willingly foi^ot her promise. He sent her 
a letter, but had no answer : he sent more with tlie 
same success. It could be alleged that letters mis- 
carry; he therefore dispatched a messenger, being by 
this time too angry to go himself. His messenger 
was sent back with some contempt. The &mily of 
the lady were cavaliers. 

In a man whose opinion of his own merit was 
like Milton's, less provocation than this might have 
rused violent resentment. Milton soon determined 
to repudiate her for disobedience ; and, being one 
of those who could easily find arguments to justiiy 
inclination, published (in 1644) " The Doctrine and 
Discipline of Divorce ;" which was foUowed by 
" The Judgment of Martin Bucer, concerning Di- 
vorce ;" and the next year, his Tetrachordon, " Ex- 
positions upon the four chief places of Scripture 
which treat of Marriage." 

This innovation was opposed, as might be ex- 
pected, by the clergy, who. then htdding their &• 
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tubus assembly" at Westminster, procured that the 
author should be called before the Lords; but 
** that house," says Wood, •' whether approving the 
doctrine^ or not &vouring his accusers, did soon 
dismiss him." 

There seems not to have been much written 
agamst him, nor any thing by any writer of emi- 
nence. The antagonist that appeared is styled by 
him, ** A serving man turned solicitor." Howel, in 
his letters, mentions the new doctrine with con- 
tempt : and it was, I suppose, thought more wor- 
thy of derision than of confutation. He complains 
of this neglect in two sonnets, of which the first is 
contemptible, and the second not excellent. 

From this time it is observed, that he became 
an enemy to the presbyterians, whom he had fa- 
voured before. He that changes his party by his 
humour, is not more virtuous than he that changes 
it by his interest : he loves himself rather than truth. 

His wife and her relations now found that Milton 
was not an unresisting suflferer of injuries ; and per- 
ceiving that he had begun to put his doctrine in 
practice, by courting a young woman of great ac- 
complishments, the daughter of one Doctor Davis, 
who was however not ready to comply, they resolved 
to endeavour a re-union. He went sometimes to the 
house of one Blatekborough, his relation, in the lane 
of St ]Martin's-le-Grand, and at one of his usual 
visits was surprised to see his wife come from another 
room, and implore forgiveness on her knees. He 
resisted her intreaties for a while : " but partly," says 
Philips, " his own generous nature, more inclinable 
to reconciliation than to perseverance in anger or 
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revenge, and partly the strong intercession of 
friends on both sides, soon brought him to an act 
of oblivion and a firm league of peace." It were 
injurious to omit, that Milton afterwards received 
her father and her brothers in his own house, when 
they were distressed, with other royalists. 
. He published about the same time his " Areopa- 
gitica, a speech of Mr John Milton for the liberty 
of unlicensed printing." The danger of such un- 
bounded liberty, and the danger of bounding it, 
have produced a problem in the science of govern- 
ment, which human understanding seems hitherto 
unable to solve. If nothing may be published but 
what civil authority shall have previously approved, 
power must always be the standard of truth : if 
every dreamer of innovations may propagate his 
projects, there can be no settlement ; if every mur- 
murer at government may diffuse discontent, there 
can be no peace ; and if every sceptic in theology 
may teach his follies, there can be no rehgion. The 
remedy against these evils is to punish the authors ; 
for it is yet allowed that every society may punish, 
though not prevent, the publication of opinions 
which that society shall think pernicious ; but this 
punishment, though it may crush the author, pro- 
motes the book ; and it seems not more reasonable 
to leave the right of printing unrestrained because 
writers may be afterwards censured, than it would 
be to sleep with doors unbolted, because by our 
laws we can hang a thief. 

But whatever were his engagements, civil or do- 
mestic, poetry was never long out of his thoughts. 
About this time (1645) a collection of his Latin 
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and English poems appeared, in which the Allegro 
and Penseroso, with some others, were first pub- 
lished. 

• He had taken a large house in Barbican for the 
i^eception of scholars ; but the numerous relations of 
his wife, to whom he generously granted refuge for 
a while, occupied his rooms. In time, however, they 
went away ; ** and the house again," says Philips, 
" now looked like a house of the muses only, though 
the accession of scholars was not great Possibly 
his having proceeded so far in the education of 
youth may have been the occasion of his adver- 
saries calling him pedagogue and school-master; 
whereas it is well known he never set up for a 
public school, to teach all the young fry of a parish ; 
but only was willing to impart his learning and 
knowledge to his relations, and the sons of gentle- 
men who were his intimate friends, and that neither 
his writings nor his way of teaching ever savoured 
in the least of pedantry." 

Thus laboriously does his nephew extenuate what 
cannot be denied, and what might be confessed 
without disgrace. Milton was not a man who could 
become mean by a mean employment. This, how- 
ever, his warmest friends seem not to have found ; 
they therefore shift and palliate. He did not sell 
literature to all comers at an open shop ; he was a 
chamber-milliner, and measured his commodities 
only to his friends. 

. Philips, evidently impatient of viewing him in 
this state of degradation, tells us that it was not long 
continued ; and, to raise his character again, has a 
mind to invest him with military splendour : ^< He 
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is muck mistaken/' he says, ^* if there was not about 
this time, a design of markkig htm an adjutant- 
general in Sir William Waller's army. But the 
new-modeling of the army proved an obstruction 
to the design." An event cannot be set at a much 
greater distance dian by having been only designed^ 
about some time, if a man be not much mistaken. 
Milton shall be a pedagogue no longer; for, if 
Philips be not much mistaken^ sooMbody at some 
time designed him for a soldier^ 

Abomt the time that the army was new-modeled 
(1645X he removed to a smaller house in Holboum^ 
wluch opened backward into LincblnVliiii^Fietdft. 
He is not known to have published any thing after* 
wards till the king's death, when, findii^ his mur- 
d^^rs ccHidemned by the presbyterians^ he wrote a 
treatise to justify it, and to compose the minds of 
the people. 

He made some remarks on the articles of peace 
between Ormond and the Irish rebels. Whik he 
contented himself to write, he perhaps did oiily wkat 
his conscience dictated ; and if he did not very vi- 
gilantly watch the inAuenee of his own passions, and 
the gradual prevalence of opinicms^ first willingly 
admitted, and then habitually indulged ; if objec- 
tions, by being overlooked, were forgotten, and de- 
sire superinduced conviction ; he yet shared on^ 
the common weakness of mankind, and might be no 
less sincere than his opponents. But as deletion sel- 
dom leaves a man honest, however it mightfind hfan^ 
Mihon is suspected of having interpcrfated the book 
called Icon Ba^Uke, which the council of state, ta 
whom be was now made Latin secrttaryy employed 
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to censure, by insertiiig a prayer taken from 
Sidney's Arcadia, and imputing it to the .king ; 
whom he charges, in his Iconoclastes, with the use 
of this prayer, as with a heavy crime, in the inde- 
cent language with which prosperity had embolden- 
ed the advocates for rd^ellion to insult all that is 
veneraUe or great : '^ Who would have imagined 
so little fesur in lum of the true all-seeing Deity — 
as, immediately before his death, to pop into the 
hands of the grave bishop that attended him, as a 
fqpecial reHc of his saintly exercises, a prayer stolen 
word for word from the mouth of a heathen woman 
praying to a heathen god ?" 

The papers whidi the king gave to Dr Juxon on 
the scaffold the regicides took away, so that they 
w^e at least the publishers of this prayer ; and Dr 
Birch, who had examined the question with 'great 
care, was inclined to think them the forgers. Tlie 
nse of it by adaptation was innocent ; and they who 
could so noisily censure it, with a little extension of 
thdr malice could contrive what they wanted to 
accuse. 

King Charles the Second, being now sheltered in 
Holland, employed Salmasius, professor of polite 
learning at Leyden, to write a defence of his father 
and of monarchy ; and, to excite his industry, gave 
him, as was reported, a hundred jacobuses. Sal- 
masius was a man of skill in languages, knowledge 
of antiquity, and sagadity of emendatory criticism, 
almost exceeding all hope of human attainment ; 
and having, by excessive praises, been confirmed in 
great confidence of himself, though he probably had 
not much considered the principles ofs€>eietyorthe 
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rights of gDvemmentt undertook the employment 
without distrust of his own qualificati(»is ; and, as 
his expedition in writing was wonderful, in 1649 
published ^* Defensio Regis." 

.To this Milton was required to write a sufficient 
answer ; which he performed (1651) in such a man- 
ner, that Hobbes declared himself unable to decidie 
whose language was best, or whose arguments weie 
worst. In my opinion, Milton's periods are smooth- 
er, neater, and more pointed ; but he delights him- 
self with teasing his adversary as much as with con- 
futing him. He makes a foolish allusion of Salma- 
sius, whose doctrine he considers as servile and un- 
manly, to the stream of Salmads, which, whoever 
entered, left half his virility behind him. Salma- 
sius was a Frenchman, and was unhappily married 
to a scold. 7^ es Gralltis, says Milton, et, ut aiunt, 
mmium gallinaceus. But his supreme pleasure is 
to tax his adversary, so renowned for criticism, with 
vicious Latin. He opens his book with telling that 
he has used persona, which, according to Milton, 
signifies only a mask, in a sense not known to the 
Romans, by applying it as we apply person. But 
as Nemesis is always on the watch, it is memorable 
that he has enforced the charge of a solecism by an 
expression in itself grossly soledstical, when for one 
of those supposed blunders, he says, as Ker, and I 
think some one before him, has remarked, propino 
te grammatistis tuis vapulandum. From vapulo, 
which has a passive sense, vapvlandus can never be 
derived. No man forgets his origuial trade : the 
rights of nations, and of kings, sink into questions 
of grammar, if grammarians discuss them. 
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Milton, when he undertook this answer, was 
weak of body and dim of sight ; but his will was 
forward, and what was wanting of health was sup* 
plied by zeaL He was rewarded with a thousand 
pounds, and his book was much read ; for paradox^ 
recommended by spirit and elegance, easily gains 
attention ; and he, who told every man that he was 
equal to his king, could hardly want an audience. 

That the performance of Salmasius was not dis- 
persed with equal rapidity, or read with equal eager- 
ness, is very credible. He taught only the stale 
doctrine of authority, and the unpleasing duty of 
submission ; smd he had been so long not only the 
monarch but the tyrant of literature, that almost all 
mankind were deUghted to find him defied and in^ 
suited by a new name, not yet considered as any 
one's rival If Christina, as is said, commended the 
defence of the people, her purpose must be to tor- 
ment Salmasius, who was then at court ; for neither 
her dvil station, nor her natural character, could 
dii^se her to favour the doctrine, who was by 
birth a queen, and by temper despotic. 

That Salmasius was, from the appearance of Mil- 
ton's book, treated with neglect, there is not much 
proof; but to a man, so long accustomed to admira- 
tion, a Uttle praise of his antagonist would be suffi- 
ciently oflFensive, and might incline him to leave 
Sweden, from which, however, he was dismissed, 
not with any mark of contempt, but with a train of 
attendance scarcely less than regal. 

He prepared a reply, which, left as it was imper- 
fiect, was published by his son in the year of the 
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restoration. In the b^^inning, being probably most 
in pain for his Latinity, he endeavours to defend 
his use of the word persona ; but, if I remember 
right, he misses a better authority than any that he 
has found, that of Juvenal in his fourth satire : 

— Quid agas^ cum dira et fcedior omni 
Crimine persona est ? 

As Salmasius reproached Milton with losing his 
eyes in the quarrel, Milton delighted himself with 
the belief that he had shortened Salmasius's life, 
and both perhaps with more malignity than reason. 
Salmasius died at the Spa, Sept. S, 165S ; and, as 
controvertists are commonly said to be killed by 
their last dispute, Milton was flattered with the 
credit of destroying him. 

Cromwell had now dismissed the parliament by 
the authority of which he had destroyed monarchy, 
and commenced monarchy himself, under the title 
of protector, but with kingly, and more than 
kingly power. That his authority was lawful, never 
was pretended : he himself founded his right only 
in necessity ; but Milton, having now tasted the 
honey of public employment, would not return to 
hunger and philosophy, but, continuing to exercise 
his office under a manifest usurpation, betrayed to 
his power that liberty which he had defended. No- 
thing can be more just than that rebellion should 
end in slavery ; that he who had justified the mur- 
der of his king, for some acts which seemed to him 
unlawful, should now sell his services and his flat^ 
teries to a tyrant, of whom it was evident that he 
could do nothing lawful. 

He had now been blind for some years ; but his 
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vigour o£ intellect was such, that he was not dis- 
abled to discharge his ofHce of liatin secretary, or 
continue his controversies. His mind was too eager 
to be diverted, and too strong to be subdued. 

About this time his fint wife died in child-bed, 
having left him three daughters. As be probably 
did not much love her, he did not long continue 
the appearance of lamenting her ; but after a short 
dme married Catharine, the daughter of one Cap- 
tain Woodcock of Hackney ; a woman doubtless 
educated in opinions like his own. She died with- 
in a year, of child-birth, or some distemper that fdp 
lowed it ; and her husband honoured her memory 
with a poor sonnet 

The first reply to Milton's « Defensio Populi'' 
was published in 1651, called ^^ Apologia pro rege 
et populo Anglicano, contra Johannis Polypragma- 
tici^Uas Miltoni) defensionem destructivam regis 
et populi." Of this the author was not known ; 
but Milton and his nephew Philips, under whose 
name he published an answer so much corrected by 
him that it might be called his own, imputed it to 
Bramhal ; fmd, knowing him no friend to regicides, 
thought themselves at liberty to treat him as if they 
had known what they only suspected. 

Next year appeared ^ Ilegii sanguinis clamor ad 
ccelum.** Of this the author was Peter du Moulin, 
who was afterwards prebepdary of Canterbury; 
but Moms, or More, a French minister, having the 
care of its publication, was treated as the writer by 
Milton in his " Defensio secunda," and overwheliii- 
ed by sucli violence of invective, that he began to 
shrink under the tempest, and gave bis persecutors 
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the means of knowing the true author. Du Moulin 
was now in great danger ; but Milton's pride ope* 
rated against his malignity ; and both he and his 
friends were more wilUng that Du Moulin should* 
escape than that he should be convicted of mistake. 

In this second defence he shows that his eloquence 
is not merely satirical ; the rudeness of his invective 
is equalled by the grossness of his flattery. '^ De^ 
serimur, Cromuelle, tu solus superes, ad te summa 
nostrarum rerum rediit, in te solo cojisistit, insu- 
perabili tuse virtuti cedimus cuncti, nemine vel ob- 
loquente, nisi qui aequales inaequalis ipse honores 
sibi qu^erit, aut digniori concessos invidet, aut non 
iiitelligit nihil esse in societate hominum magis vel 
Deo gratum, vel rationi consentaneum, esse in civir 
tate nihil aequius, nihil utilius, quam potiri rerum 
dignissimum. Bum te agnoscunt omnes, Cromuelle^ 
ea tu civis maximus et gloriosissimus*, dux publid, 
consilii, exercituum fortissimorum imperator, pater 
patriae gessisti. Sic tu spontanea bonorum omnium, 
et animitus missa voce salutaris/' 

Csesar, when he assumed the perpetual dictator- 
ship, had not more servile or more elegant flattery. 
A translation may shew its servility ; but its ele- 
gance is less attainable. Having exposed the un* 
skilfulness or selfishness of the former government, 
•* We were left,** says Milton, " to ourselves : the 
whole national interest fell into your hands, and 
subsists only in your abilities. To your virtue, over 



* It may be doubted whether gloriosissimus be here used with 
Milton's boasted purity. Res gloriosa is an illustrious thing; but 
vir ghrioius is comnioDly a braggart, as in mSa glorioius. 
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powering and resistless, every man gives way, ex- 
eept some who, without equal qualifications, aspire 
to equal honours, who envy the distinctions of 
merit greater than their own, or who have yet to 
learn, that in the coalition of human society nothing 
is more pleasing to God, or more agreeable to rea- 
son, than that the highest mind should have the so- 
vereign power. Such, Sir, are you by general con^ 
fession ; such are the things achieved by you, the 
greatest and most glorious of our countrymen, the 
director of our pubUc councils, the leader of uncon- 
quered armies, the father of your country ; for by 
that title does every good man hail you with sincere 
and voluntary praise." 

Next year, having defended all that wanted de- 
fence, he found leisure to defend himself. He un- 
dertook his own vindication against More, whom 
he declares in his title to be justly called the author 
of the ^* Regii sanguinis clamor." In this there is 
no want of vehemence or eloquence, nor does he 
forget his wonted wit. " Morus es ? an Momus ? 
an uterque idem est ?" He then remembers that 
morus is Latin for a mulberry-tree, and hints at 
the known transformation : 



Poma alba ferebat 



Quae post nigra tulit morus. 

With this piece ended his controversies ; and he 
from this time gave himself up to his private stu- 
dies and his dvil emplo}'ment. 

As secretary to the protector, he is supposed to 
have written the declaration of the reasons for a war 
with Spain. His agency was considered as of great 
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importanee; for, when a treaty with Sweden was 
artfiilly suspended* the delay was publidy unputed 
to Mr Milton's indisposition; and the Swedish 
agent was provoked to express his* wonder, that otdj 
one man in England coukL write Latin, and that 
man blind. 

Being now forty-seven years old, and seeing him-* 
self disencumbei^ from external interruptions, he 
«eems to have recollected his former purposes, and 
to have resumed thre^ gi'^&t works which he had 
planned for his future employment ; an epic poem, 
the history of his country, and a dictionary of the 
Latin tongue. 

To collect a dictionary, seems a work of all others 
least practicable in a state of blindness, because it 
depends upon perpetual and minute inspection and 
collation. Nor would Milton probably have begun 
it, after he had lost his eyes ; but, having had it al- 
ways before him, he continued it, says Philips, *' al- 
most to his dying-day ; but the papers were so dis- 
composed and deficient, that they could not be fit- 
ted for the press." The compilers of the Latin dic- 
tionary, printed at Cambridge, had the use of, those 
collections in three folios ; but what was their fate 
afterwards is not knowni. 

To compile a history from various authors, when 
they can only be consulted by other eyes, is not 
easy, nor possible, but with more skilful and atten- 
tive help than can be commonly obtained ; and it 
was probably the difficult}^ of consulting and com- 
paring, that stopped Milton's narrative at the con- 
quest ; a period at which affairs were not yet very 
intricate, nor authors very numerous. 
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For the subject of his epic poem, after much de- 
liberation, *^ long choosing, and beginning late," he 
fixed upon *' Paradise Lost ;" a design so compre* 
hensive, that it could be justified only by success. 
He had once designed to celebrate Ejing Arthur, as 
he hints in his verses to Mansu3 ; but '^ Arthur was 
reserved," says Fenton, " to another destiny." 

It appears, by some sketches of poetical projects 
left in manuscript, and to be seen in a library at 
Cambridge, that he had digested his thoughts on 
this subject into one of those wild dramas which 
were anciently called mysteries ; and Philips had 
seen what he terms part of a tragedy, beginning 
with the first ten lines of Satan's address to the sun» 
These mysteries consist of allegorical persons ; such 
as Jiistice, Mercy y Faith. Of the tragedy or mys« 
tery oif ^ Paradise I.i0st" there are two plans : 



Tlie Persons, 

Michael. 

Chorus of Angels. 
Heavenly Love. 
Lucifer. 



The Persons, 

Moses. 

Divine Justice, Wisdom^ 

Heavenly Love. 
The Evening Star, Hes- 



^^^^>lwiththeSerpent.^P^""^ 



Eve, ) 

Conscience. 

Death. 

Labour, 

Sickness, 

Discontent, 

Ignorance, 

with others; 



> Mutes. 



Chorus of Angels. 

Lucifer. 

Adam. 

Eve. 

Conscience. 

Labour, T 

Sickness, C Mutes. 

Discontent, j 
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Faith. 


Ignorance, 


^ 


Hope. 


Fear, 


L Mutes. 


Charity. 


Death, 

Faith. 

Hope. 


3 


« 


Charity. 





PARADISE LOST. 

The Persons. 
Moses v(«Aoyi^ii, recounting how he assumed hig 
true body ; that it corrupts not, because it is with 
God in the mount ; decbu'es the like of Enoch and 
Elijah ; besides the purity of the place, that certain 
pure winds, dews, and clouds, preserve it from cor- 
ruption ; whence exhorts to the sight of God ; tells 
they cannot see Adam in the state of innocence, by 
reason of their sin. 

j.^ * ) debatinfir what should become of man, 
Mercy, > .^, ^„ 

Wisdom,) ^f^^^^- 

Chorus of angels singing a hymn of the creation. 

Act n. 

Heavenly Love. 
Evenmg Star. 

Chorus sing the marriage-song, and describe para- 
dise. 

Act m. 

Lucifer contriving Adam's ruin. 
Chorus fears for Adam, and relates Lucifer's ?ebel 
lion and &11. 



t . I. 
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Act IV. 

Adam, 1 g^y^^ 

Eve, j 

Conscience cites them to God's examination. 

Chorus bewails, and tells the good Adam has lost. 

Act V. 
Adam and Eve driven out of paradise."* 
— -— — — presented by angel with 
Labour, Grief, Hatred, Envy, War, Fa- ^ , 

mine, Pestilence, Sickness, Discontent, > Mutes. 

Ignorance, Fear, Death, ) 

To whom he gives their names. Likewise Winter, 

Heat, Tempest, &c. 
Faith, ^ 
Hope, > comfort him, and instruct him. 

Charity, ) . 

Chorus briefly concludes. 

Such was his first design, which could have pro- 
duced only an allegory or mystery. The following 
sketch seems to have attained more maturity. 

Adam unparadised : 

The angel Gabriel, either descending or entering; 
shewing, since this globe was created, his frequency 
as much on earth as in heaven ; describes paradise. 
Next, the chorus, shewing the reason of his coming 
to keep his watch in paradise, after Lucifer's rebel- 
lion, by command from God ; and withal expressing 
his desire to see and know more concerning this ex- 
cellent new creature, man. The angel Gtabriel, a^ 
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by his name signifying a prince of power, tracing 
paradise with a more free office, passes by the sta- 
tion of the chorus, and, desired by them, relates 
what he knew of man ; as the creation of Eve, with 
their love and marriage. After this^ Lucifer ap* 
pears ; after his overthrow, bemoans himself, seeks 
revenge on man. The chorus prepare resistance at 
his first approach. At last, after discourse of enmi- 
ty on either side, he departs : whereat the chorus 
sings of the battle and victory in heaven, against 
him and his accomplices : as before, after the first 
act, was sung a hymn of the creation. Here again 
may appear Lucifer, relating and exulting in what 
he had done to the destruction of man. Man next, 
and Eve having by this time been seduced by the 
serpent, appears confusedly covered with leaves. 
Conscience in a shape accuses him ; justice cites 
him to the place whither Jehovah called for him. 
In the mean while, the chorus entertains the stage, 
and is informed by some angel the manner of the 
fall. Here the chorus bewails Adam's fall ; Adam 
then and Eve return ; accuse one another ; but es^ 
pecially Adam lays the blame to his ^^e ; is stub- 
bom in his offence. Justice appears, reasons with 
him, convinces him. The chorus admonisheth 
Adam, and bids him beware Lucifer's example of 
impenitence. The angel is sent to banish thetn out 
of paradise ; but before causes to pass before his 
eyes, in shapes, a mask of all the evils of this life 
and world. He is humble, relents, despairs ; at 
last appears mercy, comforts him, promises the 
Messiah; then calls in faith, hope, and charity; 
instructs him; he repents, gives God the glory^ 
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submits ttf %k ^toliy. The chorus briefly oofc 
eludes* Ccmiptire this wi& the fbftner draught 

"Theste Bte vety itnpetkti rmflments of " PaoradW 
itOst ;" bdt it i^ pleiteftht W s6e gre&t works iti theij" 
semirti^ stite^ pregnant with latent possibilities of 
^cetteuce ; nor cOultf there b6 afny more delightful 
entertainment than to trati^ their gradual gro^ttti 
and expansi'on, and to observe how they ate some^ 
times suddenly advanced! by accidental hints, and 
sometimes sBoWly improved by steady meditation. 

Invention is' almost Ifhife only literary labour which 
bfindhess cannot obstruct, Bn^ therefore he naturally 
solaced his sofi^tude by tiiie indulgence of his fancy« 
and the melody of his numbers. He had done what 
he knew to be necessarily previous to poetical ex- 
cellJence; he had made himself acquainted with* 
seemly aits and atfairs ; his comprehension was e:sL- 
tended by various knowledge, and his memory stor- 
ed with intellectual treasures, fte was skilful in 
many languages, and had by reading and composi^ 
tion attjain^d the full masteiy of his own. He would 
have wanted litde hel^ from books> had' he retained- 
the power of perusing them* 

But while his greater designs Were adVancing^ 
having now, like many other authors, caught the 
love of publicatJion, he amused himsetf, as he conldi 
with little productions. Efe sent to the press (1658) 
a manuscript of Raleigh, called " The Cabinet Courii^ 
cil ;" and next year gratified his malevolence to the" 
clergy, by a " Treatise of Civil Power in Ecclesiasti- 
cal cases, and the means of removing hirelings out 
of the church.** 

Oliver was now dead ; Richard was constrained to 

VOL. IX. I 
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resign : the system of extemporary government^ 
which had been held together only by force, natur- 
ally fell into fragments when that force was taken 
away ; and Milton saw himself and his cause in equal 
danger. But he had still hope of doing something* 
He wrote letters, which Toland has published, . to 
such men as he thought friends to the new common- 
wealth ; and even in the year of the restoration he 
bated no jot of heart or hope, but was fantastical 
enough to think that the nation, agitated as it was» 
might be settled by a phamplet, called " A ready 
and easy way to establish a free commonwealth ;** 
which was, however, enough considered to be both 
seriously and ludicrously answered. 

The obstinate enthusiasm of the commonwealth- 
men was very remarkable. When the king was ap- 
parently returning, Harrington, with a few associates 
as fanatical as himself, used to meet, with all the 
gravity of political importance, to settle an equal 
government by rotation ; and Milton, kicking when 
he could strike no longer, was foolish enough to 
publish, a few weeks before the restoration, notes 
upon a sermon preached by one Griffiths, intituled, 
" The fear of God and the king.'* To these notes 
an answer was written by L'Estrange, in a pam- 
phlet petulantly called " No blind guides.** 

But whatever Milton could write, or men of 
greater activity could do, the king was now about 
to be restored with the irresistable approbation of 
the people. He was therefore no longer secretary, 
and was consequently obliged to quit the house 
which he held by his office ; and, proportioning his 
spnse of danger to his opinion of the importance of 
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his writings, thought it convenient to seek some 
shelter, and hid himself for a time in Bartholomew- 
dose, by West-Smithfield. 

I cannot but remark a kind of respect, perhaps 
unconsciously, paid to this great man by his biogra- 
phers : every house in which he resided is histori- 
cally mentioned, as if it were an injury to neglect 
naming any place that he honoured by his presence. 

The king, with lenity of which the world has had 
perhaps no other example, declined to be the judge 
or avenger of his own or his father's wrongs ; arid 
promised to admit into the act of oblivion all, ex- 
cept those whom the parliament should except ; imd 
the parliament doomed none to capital punishment 
but the wretches who had immediately co**operated 
in the murder of the king. Milton was certainly 
not one of them ; he had only justified what they 
had doiie. 

This justification was indeed sufficiently offensive; 
and (June 16) an order was issued to seize Milton's 
defence, and Gkxxiwin's "obstructors of justice," ano- 
ther book of the same tendency, and bum them by 
the common hangman. The attorney-general was 
ordered to prosecute the authors : but Milton was 
not seized, nor perhaps very diligently pursued. 

Not long after (August 19), the flutter of innum- 
erable bosoms was stiUed by an act which the kin^' 
that his mercy might want no recommendation of 
elegance, rather called an act of oblivion than of 
grace. Gkxxiwin was named, with nineteen more, 
as incapacitated for any public trust ; but of Milton 
there was no exception. 

Of this tenderness shewn to Milton/ the curiosity 



119 VILTOK. 

of mankind has not levbome tc^ ensure tlie reaseK 
Burnet thii^ be wa» fco^gottoft ; Wt thi» i» anothtt 
instance which may confym Dftbymfl^s ekseaev^ 
tHHif who says, ^ that whenever Burnet's narrations 
are examinedf he appears to be VE^istakeR.** 

Forgotten he wa» not ; for his prosecirtian 'was <Aw 
iexei ; it must be therefore by design that he was 
inekided ift tiie general oblivicm. He is said i» have 
had firiends in the house, sueh as Malnrd^ Motrice^ 
and Sir Thomas Glarges : and undoubtedly a maa 
Kke hitn must have had influence. A very parti* 
cttkr stcny of his escape is totd by Riehavd^cm in 
laa menKxirSy which he received from Pop% as* de« 
Ibreced by Betterton, who m%ht harve heard it from 
Dovenanl In the war between the kkig and par« 
liament, Davenant was made prisoner and condemn^ 
ed to die ; but was spared at the request of Milton. 
When the turn of success brought Milton into the 
Hke danger, Davenant repayed the benefit hy ap- 
pearing in his favour H^e is: a redorocation o£ 

makes* its own way to credit But, if help were 
wanted^ I know not where to find it. The danger 
Q& Davenant is certaiii from his own relation ; but 
of his escape there is no account Betterton's nar- 
ration ean be^ traced! no high^ ; it is not known &at 
he had it fvom Davenant. We are told that the 
benefit exchanged was life for life ; but it seems not 
obtain* that Milton's life ever was in dianger, Good- 
win^- who had committed the same kind of crime^ 
escaped with incapacitation ; and, as exclusion fronir 
public trust is a punishment which the power of 
government can. commonly inflict without the help 
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of a partkulnr Imw, it fequired no great interest to 
exempt MfltoQ from a oensure litde more tlian yer- 
bal. Something may be reasonaUy ascribed to ven- 
eiatioti and compassion— 4» veneralion of his abili- 
ties, and compassion for his distresses, which made 
it fit to forgive his malice for his learning. He 
was now poor and blind ; and who would pursue 
with violence an illustrious enemy« depressed by 
fortune, and disarmed by nature ? 

The publication of the act of oblivion put hilli 
in the same condition with his fellow-subjects. He 
was, however, upon some pretence not now known, 
in the custody of Ae Serjeant in December ; and 
when he was released, upon refusal of the fees de- 
manded, he and the seijeant were called before liie 
house. He was now safe within the shade of obli- 
vion, and knew himself to be as much out of the 
power of a griping officer, as any other man. How 
the question was determined is not known. Milton 
would hardly have contended, but that he kneir 
himself to have right on his side. 

He tiien removed to Jewin-street, new Alden* 
gate-street; and braig blind, and by no meaM 
wealthy, wanted a domestic companion and attend* 
ant ; and therefore, by the recommendation of Dt 
Paget, married Elizabeth Minshul, of a gentlemaiif s 
family in Cheshire, probably without a fortune. 
All his wives were virgins ; for he has declared that 
he thought it gross and indelicate to be a second 
husband : upon what other principles his diioice thul 
made cannot now be known ; but marriage affi>rded 
not much of his happiness. The first wife left hhn 
in disgust, and was brought back only by terror ; 
the second, indeed, seems to have been more a fa- 
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vourite, but her life was short The third, as Phil- 
ips relates, oppressed his children in his life-time^ 
and cheated them at his death. 

Soon after his marriage, according to an obscure 
story, he was oflfered the Continuance of his employ- 
ment, and, being pressed by his wife to accept it, 
answ^ed, " You, like other women, want to ride 
in your coach ; my wish is to live and die an honest 
man." If he considered the Latin secretary as ex- 
ercising any of the powers of government, he that 
had shared authority either with the parliament or 
Cromwell might have forborne to talk very loudly 
of his honesty ; and if he thought the office purely 
ministerial, he certainly might have honestly retainr 
ed it ui)der the king. But this tale has too little 
evidence to deserve a disquisition ; large offers and 
sturdy rejections are among the most common to^ 
pics of falsehood. 

He had so much either of prudence or gratitude^ 
that he forbore to disturb the new settlement with 
any of his political or ecclesiastical opinions, and 
fix>m this time devoted himself to poetry and Utera- 
tiu'e. Of his zeal for learning in all its parts, he 
gave a proof, by publishing, the next year (1661), 
" Accidence commenced Grammar ;" a little book 

9 

which has nothing remarkable, but that its author, 
who had been lately defending the supreme powers 
of his country, and was then writing " Paradise 
Lost,* could descend from his elevation, to rescue 
children from the perplexity of grammatical confu- 
sion, and the trouble of lessons unnecessarily re- 
peated. 
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About this time Elwood the Quaker, being re- 
commended to him as one who would read Latin 
to him for the advantage of his conversation, at- 
tended him every afternoon except on Sundays. 
Milton, who, in his letter to Hartlib, had declared, 
that ** to read Latin with an English mouth is as 
ill a hearing as law French,'' required that Elwood 
should learn and practise the Italian pronunciation, 
which, he said, was necessary, if he would talk with 
foreigners. This seems to have been a task trouble- 
some without use. There is little reason for pre^ 
ferring the Italian pronunciation to our own, ex- 
cept that it is more general ; and to teach it to an 
Englishman is only to make him a foreigner at 
home. He who travels, if he speaks Latin, may 
so soon learn the sounds which every native gives 
it, that he need make no provision before his jour- 
ney ; and if strangers visit us, it is their business to 
practise such conformity to our modes as they ex* 
pect from us*in their own countries. Elwood com- 
plied with the directions, and improved himself by 
his attendance ; for he relates, that Milton, having 
a curious ear, knew by his voice when he read what 
he did not understand, and would stop him, and 
open the most difficult passages. 

In a short time he took a house in the Artillery 
Walk, leading to BunhiD-fiields ; the mention of 
which concludes the register of Milton's removals 
and habitations. He lived longer in this place than 
in any other. 

He was now busied by " Paradise Lost." Whence 
he drew the original design has been variously con- 
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jectured by men ^Jbo o^Jxnot h^ to jti^i^ tijiem- 
f^ves igoprant of th«t yjrhici^^ ^ ^t, iieitlii^ d^i- 
gienc^ nor siag^ly c^ ^juBQpy^r- 3fHue find tjie 
bint in an Italian tr^gp^y* Vplt^ie t^lls a wil4 
ai^d unautborLi^ story pf a iafpe ;ieen i>y ]y^Ut9ii 
in Italy, whidx opened tb^s : <' }^ tb^ rainbofifr 
he the fiddlestick of the fid4}e of )ieavien«" It h^ 
been already shpwn^ that the first cppc^ption was of 
a tragedy or mystery, not of a nairat^Vf^, b|ift i^ di^ 
piatlc work, which he i3 suppo^ p^ h^y^ begim 
Jx) reduce to its present form about th|e jdmie (166^) 
i¥hen he finished his dispute w^tb the danders of 
the king. 

He long before had promisied to adorp bis native 
Qountry by some great performance, whpp he bad 
yet perb^s no settled de^gn, and was stin^idated 
Qfily by web expectation? as paturally arose froiii 
the survey of his attainments, find tbe conscious^ 
ne§s of his powers. AVhat be should if pdertake, it 
wajs difficult to determine. Jle ly^ Ibl^g diushig^ 
and began too late. 

While he was obliged to divide his time between 
his private studies and affairs of st^tje, his poetical 
labour must have been ofti^n interrupted ; and per-* 
haps he did little more in tihat busy time than con-* 
struct the narrative, adjust the episodes, proportion 
tbe parts, accumulate images and sentiments, and 
treasure in bis memoryi ftr preserve in writing, sucb 
bints as bppks or meditation would supply, No- 
thing particular is known of his intellectual opera- 
tipns while he TVa? a statesipi^n ; for, having every 
help ^nd acpomijiodatipn at band, bp li^d no need 
of uncommon expedients. 
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Being drimai from aH public rtatioos^ he is jriet 
too gneat not to he traced by curioflily to his retiie- 
xnait, vfaere he has heen found by Mr SiohordaoB, 
the fondest of his admunas, sitting ** before his door 
wl a grey ooat iof coarse doth, in wann sultry wea- 
iher, tp enjoy the fresh air ; and so, bs well as ip. 
his own room, xaoeiving the visits of the people of 
distinguished ports as well as quality "^ His insitoES 
nf hi^ quality must now be imagined to be few ; 
but men of parts mi^t reasonably court the con- 
^anfation of a man so generally ilLustiious, that fo- 
BQJgners are reported, by Wood, to have visited the 
house in Sread-street where he was bonL 

Aocordmg to another account, he was seen in a 
small house, " neady enough dressed in black 
dothes, sitting in a room hung with rusty green; 
pale, but not cadaverous, witli chalkstones in his 
hands. He sdd, that, if it were not for the gout, 
his blindness would be tcderable." 

In the intervals of his pain, being made unable po 
use the eommon exercises, he used to swing in a 
chair, and sometimes played upon an organ. 

He was now confessedly and visibly employed 
upon his poem, c£ which the progress might be 
noted by those with whom he was familiar : for he 
was obliged, whf^ he had composed as many lines 
as liis memory would conveniently retain, to em- 
ploy some friend in writing them, j^smug^ at least 
for part of the tim<$, no regular attendant This 
gave opportunity to observations and repprts. 

Mr Philips observes, that th»e was a very re- 
markable circumstance in the composure of ** Para- 
dise Lost,^ ^^ which I have a particular reason," says 
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he, " to remember ; for whereas I had the perusal 
of it from the very begmning, for some years, as I 
went from tune to tiuie to visit him, in parcels of 
ten, twenty, or thirty verses at a time (which, be- 
ing written by whatever hand came next, might 
possibly want correction as to the orthogr^hy and 
pointing), having as the sumrn^ came on, not been 
shewed any for a considerable while, and desiring 
the reason thereof, was answered, that his vdn 
never happily flowed but from the autunmal equi« 
nox to the vernal ; and that whatever he attempted 
at other times was never to his satisfaction, though 
he courted his fancy never so much : so that, in all 
the years he was about this poem, he may be said to 
have spent half his time therein." 

Upon this relation Toland remarks, that in his 
opinion Philips has mistaken the time of the year ; 
for Milton, in his elegies, declares, that with the 
advance of the spring he feels the increase of his 
poetical force, redeunt in carmina xnres. To this it 
is answered, that Philips could hardly mistake time 
so well mark^ ; and it may be added, that Milton 
inight find different times of the year favourable to 
different parts of life. Mr Richardson conceives it 
impossible that *' such a work should be suspended 
for six months, or for one. It may go on faster or 
slower, but it must go on." By what necessity it 
must continually go on, or why it might not be laid 
aside and resumed, it is not easy to discover. 

This dependance of the soul upon the seasons, 
those temporary and periodical ebbs and flows of 
intellect, may, I suppose, justly be derided as the 
fumes of vain imagination. Sapiens domin>abitur 
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iisfni. The author that thinks hunsislf weather- 
-bound will find» with a little help from hellebore, 
thai he is only idle or exhausted. But while this 
notion has possession of the head, it produces the 
inability which it supposes. Our powers owe much 
of their energy to our hopes : possunt quia posse vi- 
deniur. When success seems attainable, diligence 
is enforced ; but when it is admitted that the facul- 
ties are suppressed by a cross wind, or a cloudy 
'fiky, the day is given up without resistance; for who 
can contend with the course of Nature ? 

From such prepossessions Milton seems not to 
have been free. There prevailed in his time an 
opinion, that the world was in its decay, and that 
we have had the misfortune to be produced in the 
decrepitude of nature. It was suspected that the 
whole creation languished, that neither trees nor 
animals had the height or bulk of their predecessors^ 
and that every thing was daily sinking by gradual 
diminution. Milton appears to suspect that souls 
partake of the general degeneracy, and is not with- 
out some fear that his book is to be written in an 
age too late for heroic poesy. 

Another Opinion wanders about the world, and 
sometimes finds reception among wise men; an 
opinion that restrains the operations of the mind to 
particular regions, and supposes that a Ilickless 
mortal may be bom in a degree of latitude too high 
or too low for wisdom or for wit. From this fancy,^ 
wild as it is, he had not wholly cleared his head,, 
when he feared lest the climate of his country might 
be too cold for flights of imagination. 
* Into a mind already occupied by such fancies. 



another ruA more reasonable mig^ etfiily fimd its 
wwy. He that coidd fear lest his genius bad fiiHen 
:iipon too old a wcnid, or too cYdD, « elimate, might 
fiuisistently magnify to himself the influence of the 
fleaaons, and believe his fiu^ullies to be ¥igo|oua on* 
fy faidf the year. 

His submission to tiie seasons "was at least more 
reasonable than his dread of decajring nature, or a 
fri^ zone ; for general causes most <^rate uni- 
formly in a general id>atement of m«it^ power; if 
less could be performed 1^ the writer, less likewise 
would content the judges of his work. Among this 
lagging race of &osty grovellers he might still have 
risen into eminence by producing something which 
they should not willingly let die. However infe- 
rior to the heroes who were bom in better ages, he 
might still be gveat aslong his contemporaries, witii 
the hope of growing every day greater in die dwin- 
dle of posterity. He might still be 9 giant among 
the pigmies, the one-eyed monarch of the Mind. 

Of his artifices of study, or particular hours of 
composition, we have little account, and there was 
. pcfrhaps little to be told. Riphardson, who seems to 
have beoi very diligent in his enquiries, but dis- 
covers always a wish to find Miltcm discriminated 
from other m^n, relates, tliat *^ he would sometimes 
lie awake whole ni^ta, but not a verse could be 
n^ake; and on a suddei) his poetical faculty would 
rush upon him with an impetus or oestrUm^ and bis 
daughter was immediately called to secure what 
came. At other times he would dictate peihaps 
forty lines in a breath, and then veduce ^em to 
^ half the number." 



These bursts of lig^t» and involutiomof darkness^ 
tiiese transieBt and iovolimtaiy exenrsions: and re- 
tiooesnons of kivention, hsvhng some appearanee 
of deviation flon the cammoii train of nature, are 
eagerly caught by the lorers of a wonder. Yet scndm^ 
thing oftiEns inequality happens to every man in every 
mode of exertion, maimal or mentaL The mechaK 
nic canndfe bandle fata hammer and his file at all 
times! witb equal dexterity; there are hours, he 
bnows not why, when his band is out By Mi 
Bikluiiteii^ rektMNS, casualy conveyed, mucb re- 
gaird CBiniot be dakned. That, in his intetteotual' 
Ymmr, Milton called for his daughter to secure whfeit 
came, may be questioned ; for unhickily it happens 
to be known that his daughters were nevar taught 
to write ; nor vrouid he httve been obUjged, as ia 
mn^ersaUy confessed, to have employed any casual 
vidtor in <£sburtheniiq(his' memory, if his daughter 
ooidd have perfimned the office. 

The story of reducing his exuberance has been' 
told of otlier authors, and, though doubtless true 
0^ evesy fertile and copious mind, seema to have 
been giMiuitoudy transferred to Miltom 

What he has told ui^ and we csDnot now know 
more, is^ that he ccMnposed mxidt of this poem in the 
night and morning, I suppose before his mind was 
disturbed witb.common business; andthat he poured 
out with great fluency hia> unpremeditated verse. 
Versifkration^ free, like lu^ from the distresses oi 
ihyme, must^ by a work so long, be made prompt 
and habitual; and, when his thoughts were once 
adjusted, the wwds would come at his command; 

At what particular times of his life the parts of 
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his work were written, cannot often be known. 
The beginning of the third book shews that he had> 
lost his sight ; and the introduction to the seventh, 
that the return of the king had clouded hun with ^ 
discountenance : and that he was offended by the^ 
licentious festivity of the restoration. There are; 
no other internal notes of time. Milton, being now . 
cleared from all effects of his disloyalty, had nothing * 
required from him but the common duty of living 
in quiet, to be rewarded with the common right cf 
protection ; but this, which, when he sculked fixxn' 
the approach of his^ king, was perhaps more than he 
hoped, seems not to have satisfied him; for no 
sooner is he safe, than he finds himself in danger, 
*^ &llen on evil days and evil tongues, and with 
darkness and with danger compassed round.*^ This 
darkness, had his eyes been better employed, had 
undoubtedly deserved compassion ; but to add the 
mention of danger was ungrateful and unjust. He 
was &llen indeed on evil days ; the time was come 
in which regicides could no longer boast their 
wickedness. But of evil tongues fcwr Milton to 
complain, required impudence at least equal to his 
other powers; Milton, whose warmest advocates 
must allow, that he never spared any asperity of 
reproach or brutality of insolence. 

But the charge itself seems to be false ; for it 
would be hard to recollect any reproach cast upon ' 
him, either serious or ludicrous, through the whole 
remauiing part of his life. He pursued his studies, 
or his amusements, without persecution, molesta- 
tion, or insult. Such is the reverence paid to great 
abilities, however misused : they who contemplated 
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in Milton the scholar and the wit, were contented 
to forget the reviler of his king. 

When the plague (1665) raged in London, Milton 
took refuge at Chalfont in Bucks ; where Elwood, , 
who had taken the house for him, furst saw a com- 
plete copy of " Paradise Lost f and, having perused 
it, said to him, ** Thou hast said a great deal upon 
paradise lost ; what hast thou to say upon paradise 
found ?" 

Next year, when the danger of infection had 
ceased, he returned to Bunhill-fields, and designed 
the publication of his poem. A licence was neces- 
sary, and he could expect no great kindness from a 
chaplain of the archbishop of Canterbury. He 
seems, however, to have been treated with tender- 
ness; for though objections were made to parti- 
cular passages, and among them to the simile of the 
sun eclipsed, in the first book, yet the licence was 
granted ; and he sold his copy, April 27, 1667, to 
Samuel Simmons, for an immecUate payment of 
five pounds, with a stipulation to receive five pounds 
more when thirteeen hundred should be sold of the 
first edition ; and again, five pounds after the sale 
of the same number of the second edition ; and 
another five pounds after the same sale of the third. 
None of the three editions were to be extended 
beyond fifteen hundred copies. , 

The first edition was of ten books in a small 
quarto. The tities were varie^l firom year to year ; 
and an advertisement and the arguments of the 
books were omitted in some copies, and inserted in 
others. 

The sale gave him in two years a right to his se- 



omd pHymmt, for which th^ t&^ipt ^aH si^fted 
April 26, 1669. The sfecoi!ici ^ditSoh ^a^r hot ^l^tt^ 
tiD IffT^i Hr WM printed in smdl oetalvo { aim tlfie 
nirmber of booiro was iner^ased' to tWeHre^ hy a dfvf^ 
siDki of Ohe seventh and twelffih ; and sonii^ o^tUt 
smaS imptoVementsi were made* The third edilScm: 
liatpuUSahedm 1^8 ; and the wi Jow, liorwhom'tb^ 
dopy wa« flMm to devolve, sold all^ h6ir daiius toSEitt^ 
mons for eight pounds, accordmg to her r ece i pt ' 
ghren Bte« SI, 16«». Simmons hiid already Blgnsei 
to transfer tfte whole right to Brabbzon Ayhn^fyt 
twentf-ffve potindsr; and Aylnief scdd to* Jtacd^ 
Toniion MIT, Ang&si If, 161^ ^ 1ui£, i/isMr m, 
WSOf af af priee consfidferabry enlarged, b lihe 
faiMenjr o^ "" Fbifa^ise Lost,^ sf dediietibn l!hus mi^ 
ntitjl^wiil rather gratify than ftCigiii^. 

the ^6# ssde ahd tardy reputatSoh of UMii poeftr 
have betin always mentfoned as" evideneeil of ne- 
glected^ merit, okA of the uncertainty of Kteraxy 
iaitae; atid enqtdries hietve beeh mside, and conjee^ 
tiires* offered; s^ut the causei^ of H» long obscurity 
and' late reception. Hat has thie case be^* truly 
stated? Have not laih^tafion and woiider beeit 
lavished on an evfl' tJiat was nevei* felt ? 

That iii iSie reignr of Charies and Jaines, tHj^ 
«* !Fiffadii»e toslT received no' public acclamatSons, 
is readily confessed^ Wit and literatutie were oil* 
the- side of the coiirt": and who tJiat solicited fevour 
or ftshion wxndd ventureto pittise the defender of thi^ 
regicides ? Alf tiliat he himself could think his due; 
from evil- tongues in evil dSaysi was that reverential* 
silence which was generously preserved. But if 
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Mniiot be iirferred that his poem was not read, w 
not, however unwillingly, admirecL 

The sale^ if it be considered, will justify the pub- 
lic. Those who have no power to judge of past 
times but by their own, should always doubt their 
oondusioiis. The call for books was not in MUton's 
age what it is in the present To read was not then 
a general amusement; neither traders, nor often gen- 
tibmen, thought themselves disgraced by ignorance. 
The WQman had not then aspired to literature, nor 
was every house supplied with a closet of knowledge. 
Those indeed who professed learning, were not less 
learned than at any other time ; but of that middle 
race of students who read for pleasure oraccomk 
plishment, and who buy the numerous products 
of modem typography, the number was then com- 
paratively smalL To prove the paucity of readers, 
it may be suffident to remark, that the nation had 
been satisfied from 1623 to 1664, that is, forty-one 
years, with only two editions of the works of Shake- 
spear, which probably did not together make one 
thousand copies. 

The sale of thirteen hundred copies in two years, 
in opposition to so much recent enmity, and to a 
style of versification new to all and disgusting to 
many, was an unconunon example of the preval- 
ence of genius. The demand did npt immediately 
increase ; for many more readers than were supplied 
at first, the nation did not afiford. Only three thou 
sand were sold in eleven years ; for it forced its w^y 
without assistance ; its admirers did not dare to pub ] 
lish their opinion ; and the opportunities now given 
of attracting notice by advertisements were then 
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very few ; the means of proclaiming the publication 
of new books have been produced by that general 
literature which now prevades the nation through 
all its ranks. 

But the reputation &nd price of the copy still 
advanced, tiU the revolution put an end to the se* 
crecy of love, and ^ Paradise Lost** broke into open 
view with sufficient security of kind reception. 

Fancy can hardly forbear to conjecture with what 
temper Milton surveyed the silent progress of his 
work, and marked its reputation stealing its way in 
a kind of subterraneous current through fear and 
silence. I cannot but conceive him calm and con* 
fident, little disappointed, not at all dejected, rely- 
ing on his own merit with steady consciousness, and 
waiting without impatience the vicissitudes of opi^ 
nion, and the impartiaUty of a future generation. 

In the mean time he continued his studies, and 
supplied the want of sight by a very odd expedient^ 
of which Philips gives the following account : 

Mr Philips tells us, *< that though our author 
had daily about him one or other to read, some 
persons of man's estate, who, of their own accord^ 
greedily catched at the opportunity of being his 
readers, that they might as well reap the benefit 
of what they read to him, as oblige him by the be« 
nefit of their reading ; and others of younger years 
were sent by their parents to the same end ; yet 
excusing only the eldest daughter by reason of her 
bodily infirmity and difficult utterance of speech 
(which, to say truth, I doubt was the principal cause 
' of excusing her), the other two were condemned to 
the performance of reading, and exactiy pronouQ- 
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dng of all the languages of whatever book he should. 
at one time or other, think fit to peruse, viz. the 
Hebrew (and I think the Syriac), the Greek, the 
Latin, the Italiaki. Spanish, and French. AH which 
sorts of books to be confined to read, without un« 
derstanding one word, must needs be a trial of pa< 
tience almost beyond endurance. Yet it was en- 
dured by both for a long time, though the irksome- 
ness of this employment could not be always con« 
cealed. but broke out more and more into expres- 
dons of uneasiness ; so at length they were all. even 
the eldest also, sent out to learn some curious and 
ingenious sorts of manufacture, that are proper for 
women to learn, particularly embroideries in gold 
or silvCT.** 

In the scene of misery which this mode of inteU 
lectual labour sets before our eyes, it is hard to de- 
termine whether the daughters or the father are 
most to be lamented. A language not understood 
can never be so read as to give pleasiue. and very 
seldom so as to convey meaning. If few ipen would 
have had resolution to write books with such em- 
barrassments, few likewise would have wanted abi- 
lity to find some better expedient. 

Three years after his ** Paradise Lost,** (1667) he 
published his ** History of England,** comprising the 
whole fable of Geoffrey of Monmouth, and conti- 
nued to the Norman invasion. Why he should 
have given the first part, which he seems not to be- 
lieve, and which is universally rejected, it is diffi- 
cult to conjecture. The style is harsh ; but it has 
something of rough vigour, which perhaps may 
often strike, though it cannot please. 



182 HILTON* 

On this liistoiy the licenser again fixed his eiaw9, 
md before he would transmit it to the press iore 
out several parts. Some censures of the Saxopi 
monks were taken away» lest they should be ap- 
plied to the modem deigy ; arid a character of the 
long parliament^ and assembly of divines^ was ex- 
cluded ; of which the author gave a copy to the 
Earl of Angiesea, and which, bdng afterwards pub* 
lished, has beeii since inserted in its proper place. 

The same year were printed ** Paradise Regain- 
ed ;" and ^* Sampson Agonistes," a tragedy written 
in imitation of the ancients, and never designed by 
the author for the stage. As these poems were pub- 
lished by another tx)ok$eller, it has been asked^ 
whether Simmoiis was discouraged from receiving 
them by the slow sale of the former. Why a writer 
changed his bookseller a hundred years ago,^ I am 
&r fiom hoping to discover. Certainly, he who in 
two years sdls thirteen hundred copies of a volume 
in quarto, bought for two payments of five pounds 
each, has no reason to repent his purchase^ 

When Milton shewed ** Paradise Regained" to 
Elwood, •• This," said he, " is owing to you ; for 
you put it in my head by the question you put to 
me at Chalfontj which otherwise I had not thought 
of" 

His last poj^tical o£&pring was his fiivourite. He 
could not, as Elwood relates, endure to hear 
** Paradise Liost" preferred to ** Paradise R^ained." 
Many causes may vitiate a writer^s judgment of his 
own works. On that which has cost him much labour 
he sets a high value, because he is unwilling tos 
think that he has been diligent in vnin ; what ha 
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been produced without toilsome efforts is oonsideiw 
ed with delight, as a proof of yig(nx)us fieunilties and 
ftrtile invention ; and the last work, whatever it 
be, has necessarily most of the grace of novelty, 
Milton, however it happened, had this prgudice^ 
and had it to himself. 

To that multiplicity of attdnments, and extent 
of comprehennon, that entitled this great author to 
our veneration, may be added a kind of humble 
dignity, which did not disdain the meanest services 
to literature. The epic poet, the controvertist, the 
politician, having already descended to accommo- 
date diildren with a book of rudiments, now, in the 
last years of his life, composed a book of logic for th e 
initiation of students in phUosophy ; and published^ 
1678, ^'Artis Logics plenior institutio ad Petri 
Rami methodum concinnata ;" that is, ** A new 
scheme of logic, according to the method of Ramus." 
I know not whether, even in this book, he did not 
intepd an act of hostility against the universities ; 
for Ramus was one of the first oppugners of the 
old philosophy, who disturbed with innovations the 
quiet of the schools. 

His polemical disposition again revived. He had 
now been safe so long, that he forgot his fears, and 
published «* A treatise of true religion, heresy, 
schism, toleration, and the best means to prevent 
die growth of popery." 

But this little tract is modestly written, with re- 
spectfiil mention of the church of England, and an 
llppeal to the thirty-nine articles. His principle 
of toleration is, agreement in the sufficiency of the 
scriptures ; and he extends it to all who, whatever 
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their opinions are» profess to derive them from the 
sacred books. The papists appeal to other testamo- 
mes, and are therefore^ in his €^ink»i,not to be per- 
mitted the liberty of either public or private wor- 
ship ; for though they plead conscience, we have no 
warrant, he says, to regard consci^M^, whidb is not 
grounded in scripture. 

Those who are not convinced by his reascms, may 
be perhaps deUghted with his wit The term 
Boman catholic is, he says, one of the Fop^s 
bulls ; it is particular universal, or catholic sdiisma* 
tic 

He has, however,, something better. As the best 
preservative against popery, he recommends the 
diligent perusal of the scriptures, a duty, from 
which he warns the busy part of mankind not to 
think themselves excused. 

He n(»¥ reprinted his juvenile poems^ with some 
additions. 

In the last year of his life he sent to the pres^, 
seeming to take delight in publication, a collection 
of ^' Familiar epistles in Latin f to which, bekig too 
few to make a volume, he added some academical 
exerdses, which perhaps he perused with pleasure; 
as they recalled to his memory the days of youth, 
but for which nothing but veneration for his name 
could now procure a reader. 

When he had attained his sixty*sixth year, the 
gout, with which he had been long tormented, pre- 
vailed over the enfeebled powers of nature. He 
died by a quiet and silent expiration, about the 
10th of November 1674, at his house in Bunhill- 
fields ; and was buried next his frtther in the chao^ 
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cdi of St Giles at Cripplegate, His fiineral was 
very sptendidly and numerously attended. 

Upcm his grave there is supposed to have been no 
memorial ; but in our time a monument has been 
erected in Westminster- Abbey " To the Author of 
Paradise Lost,*" by Mr Benson, who has in the in^ 
scription, bestowed more words upon himself than 
upon Milton. 

When the inscription for the monument of Phi- 
lipsy in which he was said to be soli Miltono secuiu 
dus, was exhibited to Dr Sprat, then dean of West^ 
minster, he refused to admit it ; the name of Mil-* 
ton was» in his opinion, too detestable to be read on 
the wall of a building dedicated to devotion. At^ 
terbury, who succeeded him, being author of the 
inscriptkm, permitted its reception. ** And such 
haa been the change of public opinion," stdd Dr 
Gregory, fixim whom I heard this account^ ** that I 
have seen erected in the church, a statue of that 
man, whose name I once knew considered as a pol* 
lution of its walls/' 

Milton has the reputation of having been in hk 
youth eminently beautiful, so as to have been call'^ 
ed the lady of his college. His hair, which was of a 
tight brown, parted at the fore^top, and hung down 
upon his shoulders, according to the picture which 
he has ^ven of Adam. He was, however, not of 
the heroic stature, but rather below the middle 
size, according to Mr Richardson, who mentions 
him as having narrowly escaped from being short 
and thick. He was vigorous and active, and de- 
tighted in the exerdse of the sword, in which he is 
idated to have been eminently skilful His wea« 
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pon was, I believe, not the rapier, but the badc« 
sword, of which he recommends the use in his book 
cm education. 

His eyes are said never to have been bright ; but» 
if he was a dexterous fencer, they must have been 
once quick. 

His domestic habits, so far as they are khown^ 
were those of a severe student. He drank little 
strong drink of any kind, and fed without excess in 
quantity, and in his eariier years without delicacrf 
of choice. In his youth he studied late at night ; 
but afterwards changed his hours, and rested in bed 
from nine to four in the summer, and five in the 
winter. The course of his day was best known af* 
ter he was blind. When he first rose, he heard a 
chapter in the Hebrew Bible, and then studied till 
twelve ; then took some exerdse for an hour ; then 
dined, then played on the organ, and sang, or heard 
another sing ; then studied to six ; then entertained 
his visitors till eight ; then supped, and after a pipe 
of tobacco and a glass of water, went to bed. 

Bo is his life described : but this even tenour ap- 
pears attainable only in colleges. He that lives in 
the world will sometimes have the succession of his 
practice broken and confused. Visitors, of whom 
Milton is represented to have had great numbers^ 
will come and stay unseasonably; business, of 
which every man has some, must be done when 
others will do it. 

When he did not care to rise early, he had some- 
thing read to him by his bed-side ; perhaps at this 
time his daughters were employed. He composed 
no^uch in the morning, and dictated in the day, sit- 
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ting obliquely in an elbow chair, with his leg thrown 
over the arm. 

Fortune appears not to have had much of his care. 
In the dvil wars, he lent his personal estate to the 
parliament ; but when, after the contest was decided, 
he solidted repayment, he met not only with neglect, 
but sharp rebuke ; and, having tired both himself 
and his friends, was given up to poverty and hope- 
less indignation, till he shewed how aUe he was to 
do greater service. He was then made Liatin secre- 
tary, with two hundred pounds a-year ; and had a 
thousand pounds for his ** Defence of the People.* 
His widow, who, after his death, retired to Nampt- 
wich in Cheshire, and died about 17S9» is said to 
have reported that he lost two thousand pounds by 
entrusting it to a scriviner ; and that, in the general 
depredation upon the church, he had grasped an 
estate about jsixty pounds a-year belonging to 
Westminster- Abbey, which, like other sharers of 
the plunder of rebellion, he was aft;erwards obliged 
to return. Two thousand pounds, which he had 
placed in the excise-office, were also lost. There 
is yet no reason to believe that he was ever reduced 
to indigence. IGs wants, bemg few, were compe- 
tently supplied. He sold his library before his 
death, and left his famOy fifteen hundred pounds, 
on which his widow laid hdid, and only gave one 
hundred to each of his daughters. 

His literature was unquestionably great. He 
read all the languages which are considered either 
as learned or polite ; Hebrew, with its two dialects, 
Greek, Latin, Italian, French, and Spanish. In 
Latin his skill was such as places him in the first 
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rank of writers and critics ; and he appears to have 
cultivated Italian with uncommon diligence. The 
books in which his daughter, who used to read to 
him» represented him as most delighting^ after Ho* 
mer, which he could almost repeat, were Ovid'a 
Metamorphoses and Euripides. His Euripides ia^ 
by Mr Cradock's kindness, now in my hands : the 
margin is sometimes noted ; but I have found no- 
thing remiarkable. 

Of the English poets he set more value upon 
Spenser, Shakepeare, and Cowley. Spenser wai 
apparentiy his favourite ; Shakspeare he may easily 
be suppMed to like, with every other skilful read- 
er ; but I should not have expected that Cowley» 
whose ideas of excellence were so different fix)m his 
own, would have had much of his approbation. 
His character of Dryden, who sometime visited 
him, was, that he was a good rhjrmist, but no poet 

His theological opinions are said to have been 
first Calvinistical ; and afterwards, perhaps when 
he began to hate the Presbyterians, to have tended 
towards Arminianism. In the mixed question of 
theology and government, he never thinks that he 
can recede &r enough from popery or prelacy ; but 
what Baudius says of Erasmus seems applicable to 
hipa, magis habuit quodfugereU quam guod segue* 
retur. He had determined rather what to con- 
demn, than what to approve. He has not asso* 
dated himself with any denomination of Protest-^ 
ants : we know rather what he was not, than what 
he was. He was not of the church of Rome ; he^ 
was not of the church of England. 
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To be of no dnuch is dangerous. Religion* of 
which the rewards are distant, and which is ani^ 
mated only by fiuth and hope, will glide by degrees 
out of the mind, unless it be invigorated and reim-» 
pressed by external ordinances^ by stated calls to 
worship, and the salutary influence of example. 
Milton, who appears to have had full conviction of 
the truth of Christianity, and to have regarded the 
Holy Scripturies with the profoundest veneration, to 
have been untainted by any heretical peculiarity of 
opinion, and to have lived in a confirmed belief of 
the immediate and occasional agency of providence^ 
yet grew old without any visible worship. In the 
distribution of his hours, there was no hour gf 
prayer, either solitary or with his household ; omit- 
ting public prayers, he omitted alL 

Of this omission the reason has been sought upon 
a supposition which ought never to be made, that 
men live with their own approbation, and justify 
their conduct to themselves. Prayer certainly was 
not thought superfluous by him, who represents our 
first parents as praying acceptably in the state of 
innocaice, and efficaciously after their falL That 
he lived without prayer can hardly be affirmed; his 
studies and meditations were an habitual prayv. 
The neglect crf'it in his family was probably a &ult 
tar which he condemned himself, and which he in- 
tended to correct, but that death, as too often hap- 
pens, intercepted his reformation. 

His pditical noticnis were those of an acrimonkms 
and surly republican, for which it is not known 
that he gave any better reason than that *^ a^-papa^ 
lar government was the most frugal ; for the trap- 
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pings of a monarchy would set up an or^naiy com- 
monwealth." It is surely very shallow policy that 
supposes money to be the chief good : and even 
this, without considering that the support and ex- 
pence of a court is, for the most part, only a parti* 
Gular kind of traffic, by which money is circulated, 
without any national impoverishment 

Milton*s republicanism was, I am afraid, founded 
in an envious hatred of greatness, and a sullen de- 
sire of independence; in petulance impatient of 
oontroul, and pride disdainfiil of superiority. He 
hated monarchs in the state, and prelates in the 
church ; for he hated all whom he was required to 
obey. It is to be suspected, that his predominant 
desire was to destroy rather than establish, and that 
he felt not so much the love of liberty as repug- 
nance to authority. 

It has been observed, that they who most loudly 
clamour for liberty do not most liberaUy grant it. 
What we know of Milton's character, in domestic 
relation, is, that he was severe and arbitrary. His 
fitmily consisted of women ; and there appe^s in 
his books something like a Turkish contempt of 
females, as subordinate and inferior beings. That 
his own daughters might not break the ranks, he 
suffered them to be depressed by a mean and penu- 
rious education. He thought women made only 
for obedience, and man only for rebellion. 

Of his family some account may be expected. 
His sister, first married to Mr Philips, afterwards 
married Mr Agar, a friend of her first husband^ 
who succeeded him in the crown-office. Sh^ had. 
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bjr her first husband, Edward and John, the two 
nepUciWs whom Milton educated ; and by her se- 
cond, twd daughters. 

His brother. Sir Christopher, had two daughtersf^ 
iABsy and Catharine, and a son, Thomas, who suc- 
ceeded Agar in the crown-office, and left a daugh* 
ter living in 1749f in Grosvenor-street 

Milton had children only by his first wife ; Anne^ 
l^Iary, and Deborah. Anne, though deformed, mar- 
ried a master-builder, aiid died of her first child* 
Mary died single. Deborah married Abraham Clarke 
a weaver in Spittalfields^ and lived seventy-six years^ 
to August 1727. This is the daughter of whom 
public mention has been made. She could repeat 
the first lines of Homen the Metamorphoses, and 
some of Euripides, by liaving often read them. Yet 
here incredulity is ready to make a stand. Many 
repetitions are necessary to fix in th^ memory lines 
not understoodi And why should Milton wish or 
want to hear them so often ?. t'hese lines were at 
the beginning of the poems. Of a book written in 
a language not understood^ the beginning raises nd 
more attention than the end ; and as those that un - 
derstand it know commonly the beginning best, its 
rehearsal will seldom be necessary, tt is not likely 
that MUton required any passage to be so much 
repeated as that his daughter could learn it ; nor 
likely that he desired the initial lines to be read at 
all ; nor that the daughter, weary of the dnidgeiy 
of pronouncing unideal sounds, would voluntarily 
commit them to memory. 

To this gentiewoman Addison made a present, 
and promised some establishment, but died soon 
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after. Queen Caroline sent her fifty guineas. She 
had seven sons and three daughters ; but none o£ 
them had any childrmi, exoept her son Caleb and 
her daughter Elizabetlu Caleb went to Fort St 
George in the East Indies, and had two sons; of 
whom nothing is now known. Elizabeth married 
Thomas Foster, a weaver in Spittalfields ; and had 
seven children, who all died. She kept a petty 
grocer's or diandleif s shop, first at Halloway, and 
afterwards in Cocklane, near Shoreditdi Church* 
She knew little of her grandfather, and that little 
was not good She told of his harshness to his 
daughters, and his reftisal to have them taught to 
write ; and, in opposition to other accounts; repre- 
sented him as delicate, though temperate, in his 
diet 

In 1750, April 6, ^ Comus* was played for her 
benefit She had so little acquaintance with diver- 
sion or gaiety, that she did not know what was 
intended when a benefit was offered her. The 
profits of the night were only one hundred and 
thirty pounds, though Dr Newton brought a large 
contribution ; and twenty pounds were given by 
Tonson, a man who is to be praised as often as he 
is named. Of this sum, one hundred pounds were 
placed in the stocks, after some debate between 
her and her husband in whose name it should be 
entered ; and the rest augmented their tittle stock; 
with which tliey removed to Idington. -This was 
the greatest benefaction that ** Faifdise Lost" ever 
procured the author^s descendants : and to this he, 
who has now attempted to relate his Life, had the 
honour of contributing a prologue. 
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In th6 examination of Milton's poetical works, I 
shall pay so much regard to time as to begin witii 
his juvenile productions. For his early pieces he 
seems to have had a degree of fondness not very 
laudable ; what he has once written he resolves to 
preserve, and gives to the public an unfinished 
poem, which he broke off because he was *^ nothing 
satisfied with what he had done,*" supposing his 
readers less nice than himself. These preludes to 
his future labours are in Italian, Liatin, and English. 
Of the Italian I cannot pretend to speak as a critic! 
but I have heard them commended by a man well 
qualified to decide their merit The Latin pieces 
are lusciously elegant ; but the delight which they 
afford is ratiier by the exquisite imitation of the 
ancient writers, by the purity of the diction, and 
the harmony of the numbers, than by any power of 
invention, or vigour of sentiment They are not 
all of equal value ; the elegies excel the odes ; and 
some of the exercises on Gunpowder Treason might 
have been spared. 

The English poems, though they make no pro- 
mises of «* Paradise Lost," have this evidence of 
genius, that they have a cast original and unborrow- 
ed. But their peculiarity is not excellence ; if they 
difier fix)m the verses of others, they differ for the 
worse ; for they are too often distinguished by re- 
pulsive harshness ; the combinations of words are 
new, but they are not pleasing ; the rhymes and 
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epithete sedtn to be laboricKisly sought, and violent* 
ly applied. 

That in the early part of his life he wrote with 
much care, appears from his manuscripts, hapinly 
preserved at Cambridge, in which many of his 
smallei' works are found as they were first writt^i, 
with the subsequent corrections. Such reliques 
shew how excellence is acquired : what we hope 
ever to do with ease, we must learn first todo with 
diligence. 

,Those who admire the beauties of this great poet 
sometimes force their own judgment into &lse ap* 
probation of his little pieces, and prevail upon thein- 
selves to think that admirable which is only singu^ 
lar. All that short compositions can commonly at- 
tain is neatness and elegance. Milton never leam« 
ed the art of doing little things with grace ; he 
overlooked the milder excellence of suavity dnd 
softness ; he was alion that had no skill in dandling 
the kid. 

One of the poems on which much praise has been 
bestowed is Lyddas ; of which the diction is harsh, 
the rhymes imcertain, and the numbers unpleasing. 
What beauty there is, we must therefore seek in the 
sentiments and images. It is not to be considered, 
as the efiusion of real passion ; for passion runs not 
aft;er remote allusions and obscure opinions. Fas 
sion plucks no berries fix>m the myrtle and ivy, nor 
calls upon Arethuse and Mindus, nor tells of rough 
satyrs, and fauns with cloven heeL Where there is 
leisure for fiction, there is little grief. 

In this poem there is no nature, for there is no 
truth ; there is no art, for there is nothing new. 
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Its fonn is that of .a pastoral— easy, vulvar, and 
<ii€fefore disgusting ; whatever images it can supply 
are long ago exhausted ; and its inherent improba- 
bility always forces dissatisfaction on the mind« 
When Cowley tells of Hervey, that they studied 
together, it is easy to suppose how much he must 
miss the companion of his labours, and the partner 
of his discoveries ; but what image of tenderness 
can be excited by these lines ? 

We drore a ^Id, and bcyth together beard. 
What time the grey flj winds her sultiy horn. 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 

We know that they never drove a field, and that 
they had no flodcs to batten ; and though it be al* 
lowed that the representation may be allegorical, 
the true meaning is so uncertain and remote, that 
it is never sought, because it cannot be known 
when it is found. 

Among the flocks, and qppses, and flowers, ap« 
pear the heathen deities ; Jove and Phoebus, Nep- 
tune and .Solus, with a long train of mjrthological 
imagery, such as a coUege easily supplies. Nothing 
can less display knowledge, or less exercise inven* 
tion, than to tell how a shepherd has lost his com- 
panion, and must now feed his flocks abne, without 
any judge of his skill in piping ; and how one god 
asks another god what is become of Lycidas, and 
how neither god can tell. He who thus grieves will 
excite no sympathy; he who thus praises will 
confer no honour. , 

This poem has yet a inrosser fiiult. With these 
trifling fi^ons ai« mingl^dti^ mo«t a^ and 
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cred truths, such as ought never to be polluted ^tk 
such ureverend combinations. The shepherd like- 
wise is now a feeder of sheep, and afterwards an ec- 
clesiastical pastor, a superintendant of a chnstian 
flock. Such equivocations are always unskilfiil; 
but here they are indecent, and at least approach 
to impiety ; of which, however, I believe the writer 
not to have been conscious. 

Such is the power of reputation justly acquired, 
that its blaze drives away the eye from nice exami- 
nation. Surely no man could have fancied that he 
read Lycidas with pleasure, had he not known the 
author. 

Of the two pieces, L' Allegro and II Penseroso, I 
believe, opinion is uniform ; every man that reads 
them, reads them with pleasure. The author's de- 
sign is not, what Theobald has remarked, merely to 
shew how objects derive their colours from the 
mind, by representing the operation of the same 
things qpon the gay and melancholy temper, or 
upon the same man as he is differently disposed ; 
but rather how, among the successive variety of 
appearances, every disposition of mind takes hold 
on those by which it may be gratified 

The cheerful man hears the lark in the morning ; 
the pensive man hears the nightingale in the even- 
ing. The cheerfril man sees the cock strut, and 
hears the horn and hounds echo in the wood ; then 
walks, not unseen, to observe the glory of the rising 
sun, or listen to the singing milk-maid, and view 
the labours of the ploughman and the mower ; then 
casts his eyes about him over scenes of smiling 
plenty, and looks up to the distant tower, the resi- 
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dence of some fair inhabitant ; thus he pursues ru- 
ral gaiety through a day of labour or of play, and 
delights himself at night with the fanciful narratives 
of superstitious ignorance. 

The pensive man, at one time, walks unseen to 
muse at midnight ; and at another hears the sullen 
curfew. If the weather drives him home, he sits 
in a room lighted only by glowing embers ; or by 
a lonely lamp outwatches the north star, to disco- 
ver the habitation of separate souls, and varies the 
shades of meditation, by contemplating the magni- 
ficent or pathetic scenes of tragic and epic poetry. 
When the morning comes, a morning gloomy with 
rain and wind, he walks into the dark trackless 
woods, &lls asleep by some murmuring water, and 
with melancholy enthusiasm expects some dreamed 
prognostication, or some music played by aerial 
performers. 

Both mirth and melancholy are solitary, silent 
inhabitants of the breast, that neither receive nor 
transmit communication ; no mention is therefore 
made of a philosophical friend, or a pleasant ooai^ 
panion. The seriousness does not arise from any 
participation of calamity, nor the gaiety from the 
pleasiures of the bottle. 

The man of cheerfulness, having exhausted the 
country, tries what towered cities will afford, and 
mingles with scenes of splendour, gay assemblies 
and nuptial festivities ; but he mingles a mere spec- 
tator, as, when the learned comedies of Jonson^ or 
the wild dramas of Shakespear, are exhibited, he at- 
tends the theatre. 

The pensive man never loses himsdf in crowd^i 



146 MtLT<m* 

but walks the cloist^, ot frequents the cathedral 
3WBt(MX4ffipb^ had not yet forsaken the church* 

Both his ^diaracters delight in music; but he 
seems to think that cheerful notes would have ob* 
tained from Pluto a complete dismission of Eury- 
dioe, of whom solemn sounds only procured a ooii» 
diti(mal release. 

For the old age c^ dieerfulness he makes no pro- 
vision ; but melandioly he conducts with great dig* 
nity to the dose of life. His cheerfulness is wiA- 
out levity, and his p^nsiveness witbout asperity. 

Through these two poems the images are property 
Mlected and nicely cQstinguished ; but the occurs 
of the diction seem not sufficiently discriminated. 
I know not whether the characters we kept suffi- 
ciently apart. No mirth can, indeed, be found in 
liis melancholy ; but I sxa afraid that I always meet 
some melancholy in his mirth. They are two noble 
effixts of ima^ation. 

The greatest of his juvenile performances is the 
«« Mask of Comus,** in which may very plainly be 
discovered tibe dawn or twilight <^ ** Paradise Lost."* 
Milton appears to have formed very early that 
system of diction, and mode of verse, which his 
maturer judgment approved, and fix>m which he 
never ctideavoured nor desired to deviate. 

Nor does '• Comus"* afford only a specimen of his 
language ; it exhilnts likewise his power of descrip* 
tion and his vigour of sentiment, employed in the 
praise and defeiice of virtue. A work more truly 
poetical is rarely found ; allusions, images, and de- 
scriptive epithets, embellish almost every period 
witii lavish deooralion. As a series of lines, there* 
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tcut^ it ntftj be oouidered as trarth j of aU the ad- 
miration with which the votaiies have received it. 

As a drama it is de&dent The action is not pio-^ 
bable. A masque, in those parts where supematu- 
ral intervention is admitted, must indeed be giveii 
up to all the freaks of imagination ; but, so far as 
the action is merely human, it ought to be reason- 
ably which can hanily be said of the conduct of the 
two brothers; whq^ when their sister sinks with 
&tigue in a pathless wilderness, wander both away 
together in search of berries too far to find their 
way back, and leave a helpless lady to all the sad* 
ness and danger of solitude. This, however, ia a 
defect overbalanced by its convenience. 

What deserves more reprehension isi, that the 
prologue spoken in the wild wood by the attendant 
spuit, is addressed to the audience ; a mode of cam^ 
munication so contrary to the nature of dramatia 
representation, that no precedents can support it 

The discourse of the spirit is too long : an objee- 
ticm that may be made to almost all the foUowing 
speeches ; tl^y have not the sprightliness of a dia» 
logue animated by reciprocal contention, but seem 
rather declamations, deliberately composed, and for- 
mally repeated, on a moral question. The auditor 
therefore listens as to a lecture, without passion, 
without anxiety. 

The song of Comus has airiness and jollity ; bu^ 
what may recommend Milton's morals as well as 
his poetry, the invitations to pleasure are so general , 
that they excite no distinct images of corrupt ei^oy- 
ment, and take no dangerous hold on the fancy. 

The foUowing soliloquies of Comus and the lady 



150 MILTOy. 

ate elegant, but tedious. The song must owe much 
to the voice if it ever can delight. At last the 
brothers enter with too much tranquillity ; and^ 
when they have feared lest their sister should.be in 
danger, and hoped that she is not in danger, the 
elder makes a speech in praise of chastity, and the 
younger finds how fine it is to be a philosopher. 

Then descends the spirit in form of a shepherd ; 
and the brother, instead of being in haste.toaskhis 
help, praises his singing, and enquires his business 
in that place. It is remarkable, that at this inter- 
view the brother is taken with a short fit. of rhym- 
ing. The spirit relates that the lady is in the. 
power of Comus ; the brother moralizes again ; and 
the spirit makes a long narration, of no use, because 
it is false, and therefore unsuitable to a human 
being* 

In all these parts the language is poetical, and 
the sentiments are generous; but there is some* 
thing wanting to allure attention. 

The dispute between the lady and Comus is the 
most animated and affecting scene of the drama, and 
wants nothing but a brisker reciprocati(m of objec- 
tions and replies to invite attention and detain it 

The songs are vigorous and full of imagery ; but 
they are harsh in their diction and not very musical 
m theh- numbers. 

Throughout the whole, the figures are too bold, 
and the language too luxuriant, for dialogue. It is 
a drama in the epic style, inelegantly splendid, and 
tediously instructive. 

The sonnets were written in different parts of Mil- 
ton's life, upon different occasions. They deserve 



not any particular criticism ; for of the best it can 
only be said, that they u*e not bad ; and perhaps 
only the eight and the twenty-first are truly entit- 
led to this slender commendation. The fabric of a 
sonnet, however adapted to the Italian language, 
has never succeeded in ours, which, having greater 
variety of termination, requires the rhymes to be 
often changed. 

Those little pieces may be dispatched without 
much anxiety ; a greater work calls for greater care. 
I am now to examine ^^ Paradise Lost ;" a poem, 
which, considered with respect to design, may daim 
the first place, and with respect to performance, 
the second, among the productions of the hiunan 
mind. 

By the general consent of critics, the first praise 
of genius is due to the writer of an epic poem, as it 
requires an assemblage of all the powers which are 
singly sufficient for other compositions. Poetry is 
the art of uniting pleasure with truth, by calling 
imagination to the help of reason. Epic poetry 
undertakes to teach the most important truths by 
the most pleasing precepts, and therefore relates 
some great event in the most affecting manner. 
History must supply the writer with the rudiments 
of narration, which he must improve and exalt by a 
nobler art, must animate by dramatic energy, and 
diversify by retrospection and anticipation ; moral- 
ity must teach him the exact bounds, and different 
shades, of vice and virtue ; from policy, and the 
practice of life, he has to learn the discriminations 
of character, and the tendency of the passions, either 
single or combined 4 and physiology must supply 
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him with illustratioiis and images. To put these 
materials to poetical use, is required an imagination 
capable of painting nature, and realizing fictum. 
Nor is he yet a poet till he has attained the whole 
extension of his language, distinguished all the de^ 
licades of phrase, and all the colours of w(»rd8» and 
learned to adjust their di£ferent sounds to all the 
varieties of metrical modulation. 

Bossu is c£ opinion, that the poet's first work is to 
find a mofal, which his &hle is afterwards to illus- 
trate and establish. This seems to have been the 
process only of Milton : the moral of other poems is 
incidental and consequent ; in Milton's only it is 
essential and intrinsic His purpose was the most 
useful and the most arduous — to vindicate the ways 
of God to man ; to shew the reasonablenefts of re- 
ligion, and the necessity of obedience to the divine 
law. 

To convey this moral, there must be. a fitUe^ a 
narration artftiUy constructed, so as to excite curi- 
osity, and surprise expectation. In this part of his 
work, Milton must be confessed to have equalled 
every other poet. He has involved in his account 
of the fall of man, the events which preceded, and 
those that were to foUow it : he has interwoven the 
whole system of theology with such propriety, that 
every part appears to be necessary ; and scarcely 
any recital is wished shorter for the sake of quick- 
CDing the progress of the main action. 

The subject of an epic poem is naturally an event 
of great importance. That of Milton is not the de- 
itruction of a dty, the conduct of a colony, or the 
foundation of an empire. His subject is the &te of 
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WOTlds, the revoluticms of heaven and of earth ; re. 
bellion, against the supreme King, raised by the 
highest <»rder of created beings ; the overthrow of 
their host, and the punishment of their crime ; the 
creation of a new race of reasonable creatures ; their 
original happiness and innocence, their forfeiture of 
immortality, and their restoration to hope and peace. 

Great events can be hastened or retuxLed only by 
persons of elevated dignity. Before the greatness 
displayed in Milton's poem, all other greatness 
shrinks away. The weakest of his agents are the 
highest and noblest of human beings — the original 
parents of mankind ; with whose actions the ele^ 
ments consented ; on whose rectitude, or deviation 
of will, depended the state of terrestrial nature, and 
the condition of all the future inhabitants of the 
globe. 

Of the other agents in the poem, the chief are 
such as it is irreverence to name on slight occasions. 
The rest were lower powers ; 

— — - of which the least could wield 
Those elements^ and arm him with the force 
Of all their regions ; 

powers, which only the controul of Omnipotence 
restrains from laying creation waste, and filling the 
vast expanse of space with ruin and confusion. To 
display the motives and actions of beings thus su- 
perior, so far as human reason can examine them, or 
human imagination represent them, is the task 
which this mighty poet has undertaken and per- 
formed. 

In the examination of epic poems, much specul- 
ation is commcHily employed upon fhe characters. 
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The characters in the '' Paradise Lost," which admit 
of examination, are those of angels and of man : of 
angels good and evil ; of man in his innocent and 
sinful state. 

Among the angels, the virtue of Raphael is mild 
and placid, of easy condescension and free commu- 
nication ; that of Michael is regal and lofty, and, as 
may seem, attentive to the dignity of his own na^ 
ture. Abdiel and Gabriel appear occasionally, and 
act as every incident requires ; the solitary fidelily 
of Abdiel is very amiably painted. 

Of the evil angels, the characters are more diversi- 
fied. To Satan, as Addison observes, such senti- 
ments are given as suit the most exalted and most 
depraved behig. Milton has been censured by 
Olarke, * for the impiety which sometimes breaks 
from Satan's mouth ; for there are thoughts as he 
justly remarks, which no observation of character 
can justify, because no good man would willingly 
permit them to pass^ however transiently, through 
his own mind. To make Satan speak as a rebel, 
without any such expressions as might taint the 
reader's imagination, was indeed one of the great 
difficulties in Milton's undertaking ; and I cannot 
but think that he has extricated himself with great 
happiness. There is in Satan's speeches little that 
can give pain to a pious ear. The language of re- 
bellion cannot be the same with that of obedience. 
The malignity of Satan foams in haughtiness and 
obstinacy ; but his expressions are commonly gener- 
al, and no other ways offensive than as they are 
wicked. 

* Author of the Eisay on Study. 
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The other chiefs of the oedestial rebellion are very 
judiciously discriminated in the first and second 
books; and the ferocious character of Moloch ap- 
pears, both in the battle and the council, with exact 
consistency. 

To Adam and to Eve are given, during their in- 
nocence, such sentiments as innocence can generate 
and utter. Theb love is pure benevolence and mu- 
tual veneration ; their repasts are without luxury, 
and their diligence without toiL Their addresses 
to their Maker have little more than the voice of 
admiration and gratitude. Fruition left them no- 
thing to ask ; and innocence left them nothing to 
lear. 

. But with guilt enter distrust and discord, mutual 
accusation, and stubborn self-defence ; th^y- regard 
each other with alienated minds, and dread their 
Creator as the avenger of their transgression. At 
last they seek shelter in his mercy, soften to re- 
pentance, and melt in supplication. Both before 
and after the fall, the superiority of Adam is dili- 
gently sustained. 

Of the probable and the marvellous, two parts of 
a vulgar epic poem, which immerge the critic in 
deep consideration, the ** Paradise Lost" requires 
little to be said. It contains the history of a mira- 
cle, of creation and redemption ; it displays the 
power and the mercy of the Supreme Being ; the 
probable therefore is marvellous, and the marvellous 
is probable. The substance of the narrative is trufh ; 
and, as truth allows no choice, it is, like necessity, 
superior to rule. To the acddental or adventitious 
parts, as to every thing human, some slight excep- 
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tions maybe made; but the main fabric is im« 
moveably supportecL 

It is justly remarked by Addison^ that this poem 
has, by the nature of its subject, the advantage 
above all others, that it is imiversally and perpe* 
tually interesting. All mankind will, through all 
ages, bear the same relation to Adam and to Eve, 
and must partake of that good and evil which ex* 
tend to themselves. 

Of the machinery, so called from ei)$ iwi f^x^nr^ 
by which is meant the occasional interposition of 
supernatural power, another fertile topic of critical 
remarks, here is no room to speak, because every 
thing is done under the immediate and visible di«^ 
rection of Heaven ; but the rule is so far observed, 
that no part of the action could have been accom* 
plished by any other means. 

Of episodes, I think there are only two, contained 
in Baphael's relation of the war in heaven, and 
Michael's prophetic account of the changes to hap- 
pen in this world. Soth are closely connected with 
the great action ; one was necessary to Adam as m 
warning, the other as a consolation. 

To the completeness or integrity of the design, 
nothing can be objected ; it has distinctly and clearly 
what Aristotle requires, a beginning, a middle, and 
an end. There is perhaps no poem of the same 
length, from which so little can be taken without 
apparent mutilation. Here are no funeral games, 
nor is there any long description of a shield. The 
short digressions at the beginning of the third, se- 
venth, and ninth books might doubtless be spared ; 
but supeifluities so beautifiil who would take away? 
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w who does not wish that the author of the '' TUad** 
had gratified succeeding ages with a little know- 
ledge of himself? Perhaps no passages are more fire* 
quently or more attentively read than those extrin- 
sic paragraphs ; and, smce the end of poetry is plea- 
ture^ that cannot be unpoetical with which all are 
pleased. 

The questions, whether the action of the poem 
be strictly one, whether the poem can be properly 
termed ** heroic," and who is the hero, are raised by 
such readers as draw their principles of judgment 
rather firom books than firom reason. Milton, though 
be intituled '' Paradise Lost" only a poem, yet calls 
it himself heroic song. Dryden petulantly and inde- 
oentiy demes the heroism of Adam, because he was 
overcome/, but there is no reason why the hero 
should not be unfortunate, except established prac- 
tice, since success and virtue do not go necessarily 
together. Cato is the hero of Lucan ; but Lucan's 
authority will not be sufiered by Quintilian to de- 
dde. However, if success be necessary, Adam's 
deceiver was at last crushed ; Adam was restored 
to his Maker's fiivour, and therefore may securdy 
resume his human rank. 

After the scheme and fabric of the poem, must 
be considered its component parts, the sentiments 
and the diction. 

The sentiments, as expressive of manners, or ap- 
propriated to characters, are, for the greater part, 
unexceptionably jusL 

Splendid passages, contauiing lessons of morality, 
or precepts of prudence, occur seldom. Such is the 
original formation of this poem, that, as it admitfi 
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no human manners till the fall, it can give little as* 
sistance to human conduct Its end is to raise the 
thoughts above sublunary cares or pleasures. Yet 
the praise of that fortitude, with which Abdiel 
maintained his singularity of virtue against the 
scorn of multitudes, may be accommodated to all 
times ; and Raphael's reproof of Adam's curiosity 
after the planetary motions, with the answer re- 
turned by Adam, may be confidently opposed to 
any rule of life which any poet has delivered. 

The thoughts which are occasionally called forth 
in the progress, are such as could only be produced 
by an imagination in the highest degree fervid and 
active, to which materials were supplied by inces* 
sant study and unlimited curiosity. The heat of 
Milton's mind may be said to sublimate his leam<* 
ing, to throw ofi* into his work the spirit of science, 
unmingled with its grosser parts. 

He had considered creation in its whole extent, 
and his descriptions are therefore learned. He had 
accustomed his imagination to unrestrained indul- 
gence, and his conceptions therefore were extensive. 
The characteristic quality of his poem is sublimity. 
He sometimes descends to the elegant, but his ele^ 
ment is the great. He can occasionally invest him- 
self with grace ; but his natural part is gigantic 
loftiness. He can please when pleasure is re- 
quired ; but it is his peculiar power to astonish. 

He seems to have been well acquainted with his^ 
own genius, and to know what it was that Nature 
had bestowed upon him more bountifully than upon 
others ; the power of displaying the vast, iUumina* 
ting the splendid, enforcing the awful, darkening 
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the gloomy, and aggravating the dreadful ; he there-^ 
fore chose a subject on which too much could not 
be said, on which he might tire his fancy without 
the censure of extravagance. 

The appearances of nature, and the occurrences 
of life, did not satiate his appetite of greatness. To 
paint things as they are, requires a minute attention, 
and employs the memory rather than the fancy; 
Milton's delight was to sport in the wide regions of 
possibility ; reality was a scene too narrow for his 
mind. He sent his faculties out upon discovery, 
into worlds where only imagination can travel, and 
delighted to form new modes of existence, and fur- 
nish sentiment and action to superior beings, to 
trace the counsels of hell, or accompany the choirs 
of heaven. 

But he could not be always in other worlds ; he 
must sometimes revisit earth, and tell of things 
visible and known. When he cannot raise wonder 
by the sublimity of his mind, he gives delight by 
its fertility. 

Whatever be his subject, he never fails to fill the 
imagination. But his images and descriptions of 
the scenes or operations of Nature do not seem to 
be always copied from original form, nor to have 
the freshness, raciness, and energy, of immediate ob- 
servation. He saw Nature, as Dryden expresses it^ 
" through the spectacles of books ;" and on most 
occasions calls learning to his assistance. The gap- 
den of Eden brings to his mind the vale of Enna, 
where Proserpine was gathering flowers. Satan 
makes his way through fighting elements, like Ar- 
go between the Cyanean rocks, or Ulysses between 
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the two Sicilian whirlpools, when he shunned Cluu 
yybdis on the larboard. The mythological allusions 
have been justly censured, as not being always used 
with notice of their vanity ; but they contribute va- 
riety to the narration, and produce an alternate ex- 
ercise of the memory and the &ncy. 

His similes are less numerous, and more various 
than those of his predecessors. But he does not con* 
fine himself within the limits of rigorous oompari- 
son : his great excellence is amplitude ; and he ex- 
pands the adventitious image beyond the dimen* 
sions which tlie occasion required. Thus comparing 
the shield of Satan to the orb of the moon, he 
crowds tlie imagination with the discovery of the 
telescope, and all the wonders which the telescope 
discovers. 

Of his moral sentiments it is hardly praise to af- 
firm, that they excel those of all other poets ; for 
this superiority he was indebted to his acquaint- 
ance with the sacred writings. The ancient epic 
poets, wanting the light of Revelation, were very 
tjmsldlful teachers of virtue ; their principal charac- 
ters may be great, but they are not amiable. The 
reader may rise from their works with a greater de- 
gree of active or passive fortitude, and sometimes 
of prudence ; but he will be able to carry away few 
precepts of justice, and none of mercy. 

From the Italian writers, it appears that the ad- 
vantages of even Christian knowledge may be pos- 
sessed in vain. Ariosto's pravity is generally known ; 
and, though the " Deliverance of Jerusalem" may 
be considered as a sacred subject, the poet has been 
very sparing of moral instruction. 
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In Milton eveiy line toeathes sanctity of thought 
and purity of mann^s^ except whwi the train of the 
narration requires the introduction o£ the rebellious 
spirits; and even they are compelled to acknow« 
kdge their subjection to God, in such a manner af 
excites reverence and confirms piety. 

Of human beings there are but two ; but those 
two are the parents of mankind, venerable before 
their fiiU for dignity and innocence, and amiable 
after it iCbr repentance luid submission. In the first 
state, their affection is td^er without weakness, and 
their piety suUime without presumption* Whei) 
they have sinned, they shew how discord begins ii) 
mutual frailty^ and how it ought to cease in mutual 
forbeanmee ; how confidence <^ the divine favour 
is forfeited by sin, and bow hope of pardon may be 
obtained by penitence and prayer. A state q£ in- 
nocence we can only conceive, if indeed, in our 
present misery, it be possible to conceive it ; but 
the sentiments and worship proper to a fidlen and 
€0ending being, we haye aU to learn, as we h^vf 
all to practise. 

The poet, whateva be done, is pi ways great 
Our progenitors in their first state conversed with 
angels ; even when folly apd sin had degraded them^ 
they bad not in their humiliation '' the port of meaa 
suitors ;'' and they rise again to reverential regard, 
when we find that thei^r prayers were beard. 

As human passions did not enter the woffld befoff 
the Fall, there is in the '' Paradise Lost" little op. 
portunity for the pathetic ; but what little there is 
has not been lost. That passion which is peculiar 
to rational nature, the anguish ansing fircon ^ 
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consciousness of transgression, and the horrors at' 
tending the sense of the divine displeasure, ioe 
very justly described and forcibly impressed. But 
the passions are moved only on one occasion ; su- 
blimity is the general and prevailing quality of this 
poem ; sublimity variously modified, sometimes de-^ 
scriptive, sometimes argumentative. 

.The defects and faults of *^ Paradise Lost," for 
fiiults and defects every work of man must have, it 
is the business of impartial criticism to discover. 
As, in displaying the excellence of Milton, I have 
not made long quotations, because of selecting 
beauties there had been no end, I shall in the same 
general manner mention that which seems to de- 
sierve censure ; for what Englishman can take de* 
light in transcribing passages, which, if they lessen 
the reputation of Milton, diminish in some degree 
the honour of our countiy ? 

The generality of my scheme does not admit the 
frequent notice of verbal inaccuracies ; which Bent- 
ley, perhaps better skilled in grammar than in poet- 
ry, has often- found, though he sometimes made 
them, and which he imputed to the obtrusions of a 
reviser, whom the author's blindness obliged him 
to employ; a supposition rash and groundless, if 
he thought it true; and vile and pernicious, if, as 
is said, he in private allowed it to be false. 

The plan of ^ Paradise Liost" has this inconve* 
nience, that it comprises neither human actions nor 
human manners. The man and woman who act 
and suffer, are in a state which no other man or wo- 
man can ever know. Thd reader finds no teansac- 
fion in which he can be engaged ; beholds no con- 
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dition in which he can by any effort of imagination 
place himself; he has, therefore, little natural curi«r 
osity or sympathy. 

We all, indeed, feel the effects of Adam's disobe- 
dience ; we all sin like Adam, and like him must all 
bewail oiur offences ; we have restless and insidious 
enemies in the fallen angels; and in the blessed 
spirits we have guardians and fnends ; in the te. 
demption of mankind we hope to be included ; and 
in the description of heaven and hell we are surely, 
interested, as we are all to reside hereafter either in 
the regions of horror or of bliss. 

But these truths are too important to be new ; 
they have been taught to our infancy ; they have 
mingled with our solitary thoughts and fiBuniliar 
conversations, and are habitually interwoven with 
the whole texture of life. Being therefore not neW, 
they raise no unaccustomed emotion in the mind ; 
what we knew before, we cannot learn ; what is not 
unexpected, cannot surprise. 

Of the ideas suggested by these awful scenes, 
from some we recede with reverence, except when 
stated hours require their association; and from 
others we shrink with horror, or admit them only 
as salutary inflictions, as counterpoises to our in- 
terests and passions. Such images rather obstruct 
the career of fancy than incite it. 

Pleasure and terror are indeed the genuine sources 
of poetry ; but poetical pleasure must be such as . 
human imagination can at least concdve ; and poe- 
tical terror such as human strength and fortitude 
may combat. The good and evil of eternity ar^ 
too ponderous for the wings of wit; the mind 
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under them in passdve helplenness, cantent willi 
ttalm belief and humble adoratiofti. 

Known truths, however, may take a different ap- 
pearance, and be conveyed to the mind by a new 
train of intermediate images. This Milton Ims un- 
dertaken, and performed MPith pregnancy and vi- 
gour of mind peculiar to himself. Whoever con- 
nders the few radical positions which the Scriptures 
aflSirded him^ will wonder by what energetic ope- 
ration he expanded them to such extent, and rami* 
fied them to so much variety^ restrained as he was 
by religious reverence from Ucentiousness of fic« 
tion. 

Here is a full display of the united force of study 
and gauus; of a great accumulation of materials, 
with judgment to digest, and fimcy to combine 
tihem ; Milton was able to select from nature, or 
fixxn story, from ancient &ble, or from modem 
science, whatever could illustrate or adorn his 
thoughts. An accumulation of knowledge impreg* 
nated his mind, fermented by study, and exalted by 
hnagination. 

It has been therefore said, without an indecent 
hyperbole, by one of his encomiasts, that in reading 
^ Paradise Lost" we read a book of universal know* 
ledge 

But original defidence cannot be supplied. The 
want of human interest is always felt ^ Paradise 
Lost^ IS one of the books which the reader admires 
and lays down, and forgets to take up again. None 
ever wished it longer than it is. Its perusal is a 
^uty radier tlian a pleasure. We read Milton for 
HMtruotion, retire harassed and* overburdened, aild 
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look elsewhere for recreation ; we desert our master, 
$aiA seek for companions. 

" Another inconvenience of Milton^s design is, that 
it requires the description of what cannot be de<* 
scribed, the agency of spirits^ He saw that imma- 
teriality supplied no images, and that he could not 
shew angels acting but by instruments of action ; 
he therefore invested them with fotm and matter^ 
This, bdng necessary, was therefore defensible ; and 
he should have secured the oonsistaicy of his sys- 
tem, by keeping immateriality out of sight, and en« 
tidng his reader to drop it from his thou^ts. But 
he has unhappily perplexed his poetry with his 
philosophy. His infernal and celestial powers are 
sometimes pure spirit, and sometimes animated 
body. When Satan walks with his lance upon the 
burning marl^ he has a body : when, in his passage 
between hell and the new world, he is iii danger of 
sinking in the vacuity, and is supported by a gust 
of rising vapours, he has a body; when he animates 
the toad, he seems to be mere s^nrit, that can p^ie- 
trate matter at pleasure ; when he starts up in his 
own shape, he has at least a determined form ; and, 
when he is brought before Gabriel, he has a spear 
and a shield, which he had the power of hiding in 
the toad, though the arms of the contending angels 
are evidently material. 

The vulgar inhabitants of Pandaemonium, being 
incorporeal spirits, are at large, ' though without 
number, in a Umited space : yet in the battie, when 
they were overwhelmed by mountains, their armour 
hurt them, crushed in upon their substance, now 
grown gross by sinning. This likewise happened 
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to the uncomipted angels, who were overthrowiv 
the " sooner for their arms, for unarmed they might 
Easily as spirits have evaded by contraction or re- 
move." Even as spirits they are hardly spiritual ; 
for contraction and remove are images of matter ; 
but if they could have escaped without their armour, 
they might have escaped from it, and left only the 
empty cover to be batteredi Uriel, when he rides 
on a sun-beam, is material ; Satan is material when 
he is afraid of the prowess of Adam. 

The confusion of spirit and matter, which per- 
vades the whole narration of the war of heaven, 
fills it with incongruity ; and the book in which it 
is related is, I believe, the favourite of children, and 
gradually neglected as knowledge is increased. 

After the operation of immaterial agents which 
cannot be explained, may be considered that of al- 
legorical persons which have no real existence. To 
exalt causes into agents, to invest abstract ideas 
with form, and animate them with activity, has al- 
ways been the right of poetry. But such airy be- 
ings are, for the most part, suffered only to do their 
natural office, and retire. Thus fame tells a tale, 
and victory hovers over a general, or perches on a 
standard ; but fame and victory can do no more. 
To give them any real employment, or ascribe to 
them any material agency, is to make them allego- 
rical no longer, but to shock the mind by ascribing 
effects to non-entity. In the Prometheus of Ms- 
chylus,' we see violence and strength, and in the 
Alcestes <rf Euripides, we see death, brought upon 
the stage, all as active persons of the drama ; but 
no precedents can justify absurdity. 
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Milton's all^ory of sin and death is undoubtedly 
fiiulty. Sin is indeed the mother of death, and may- 
be allowed to be the portress of hell ; but when 
they stop the journey of Satan, a journey described 
as real, and when death offers him battle, the alle- 
gory is broken. That sin and death should have 
shewn the way to hell, might have been allowed ; 
but they cannot facilitate the passage by building a 
l^idge, because the difficulty of Satan's passage is 
described as real and sensible, and the bridge ought 
to be only figurative. The hell assigi]ed to the re- 
bellious spirits is described as not less local than the 
residence of man. It is placed in some distant part 
of spaoe^ separated from the regions of harmony 
and order by a chaotic waste and an unoccupied 
vacuity ; but sin and death worked up a mole of 
aggravated soil, cemented with aspbaltus ; a work 
too bulky for ideal architects. 

This unskilful allegory appears to me one of the 
greatest &ults of the poem ; and to this there was 
no temptation but the author's opinion of its beau- 

To the conduct of the narrative some objections 
may be made. Satan is with great expectation 
brought before Gabriel in Paradise, and is suffered 
ip* go away unmolested. The creation of man is 
represented as the consequence of the vacuity lefl 
in heaven by the expulsion of the rebels ; yet Satan 
mentions it as a report rife in heaven before his de- 
parture. 

To find sentiments for the state of innocence was 
very difficult ; and something of anticipation per- 
Iiaps is now and then discovered. Adam's discourse 
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lof dreams seems not to be the speculation of a new* 
created being. I know not whether his answer to 
the angel's reproof for curiosity does not want some- 
thing of propriety ; it is the speech of a man ac- 
quainted with many other men. Some philosophi- 
cal notions, especially when the philosophy is fklse, 
might have been better omitted. The angel, in a 
comparison, speaks of timorous deer, before deer 
were yet timorous, atld before Adam could under- 
stand the comparison. 

Dryden remarks, that Milton has some flats among 
his elevations. This is only to say, that all the parts 
are not equal. In every work, one pan must be for 
the sake of others ; a palace must have passages ; a 
ipoem must have transitions. It is no more to be re- 
quired that wit should always be blazing, than that 
the sun should always stand at nooti. In a great 
work there is a vicissitude of lumitious and opaque 
parts; as there is in the world a succession of day 
and liight Milton, when he has expatiated in the 
sky, may be allowed sometimes to revisit earth ; for 
what other author ever soared so high, or sustained 
his flight so long ? 

Milton, being well versed in the Italian poets, 
appears to haVe borrowfed often from them ; and, as 
every man catches something from his companions, 
his desire of imitating Ariosto's levity has disgraced 
his work with thfe " Paradise of Fools ;" a fiction 
not in itself ill-imagined, but tod ludicrous for its 
place; 

His play on words, in which he delights too often, 
his equivocations, which Bentiey endeavours to de- 
fend by the examplie of the ancients ; his uhnecessaty 
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and QngMoeful use of terms of art ; it is not neoeft* 
sary to mention, because they are easily remarked* 
and generally censured ; and at last bear so little 
proporticHi to the whole, that they scarcely deserve 
the attention of a critic. 

Such a» the &ult8 of that wonderful performance 
** Palradise Lost f whiqh he who cah put in balance 
with its beauties must be considered not as nice 
but as dull, as less to be censured for want of can- 
dour, than pitied for want of sensibility. 

Of " Paradise Regained,'* the general judgment 
seems now to be^ right, that it is in many parts ele- 
gant, and every where instructive. It was not to 
be supposed that the writer of ** Paradise Losf* 
could ever write without great effusions of fancy, 
and exalted precepts of wisdom. The basis of 
** Paradise Regained,'' is narrow ; a dialogue with- 
out iaction can never please like a union of the 
narrative and dramatic powers. Had this poem 
been written not by Milton, but by some imitator, 
it would have claimed and received universal praise. 

If *^ Paradise Regained" has been too much de- 
predated, " Sampson Agonistes" has in requital 
been too much admired. It could only be by long 
prejudice, and the bigotry of learning, that Milton 
could prefer the. ancient tragedies, with their en- 
cumbrance of a chorus, to the exhibitions of the 
French and English -stages ; and it is only by a 
blind confidence in the reputation of Milton, that 
a drama can be praised in which the intermediate 
parts have neither cause nor conseqilence, neither 
hasten nor retard the catastrophe. 

In this tragedy are howevier many particular 
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beauties, many just sentiments and striking lines ; 
but it wants that power of attracting .the attention ' 
which a well-connected plan produces. 

Milton would not have excelled in dramatic writ- 
ing ; he knew human nature only in the gross, and 
had never studied the shades of character, nor the 
combinations of concurring, or the perplexity of 
contending passions. He had read much, and 
knew what books could teach ; but had mingled 
little in the worid, and was deficient in the know- 
ledge ^yhich experience must confer. 

Through all his greater works there prevails an 
uniform peculiarity of diction, a mode and cast of 
expression which bears little resemblance to that of 
any former writer ; and which is so far removed 
from common use, that an unlearned reader, when 
he first opens his book, finds himself surprised by 
a new language. 

This novelty has been, by those who can find 
nothing wrong in Milton, imputed to his laborious 
endeavours after words suitable to the grandeur of 
his ideas. " Our language," says Addison, " sunk 
under him." But the truth is, that, both in prose 
and verse, he had formed his style by a perverse and 
pedantic principle. He was desirous to use English 
words with a foreign idiom. This in all his prose 
is discovered and condemned ; for there judgment 
operates freely, neither softened by the beauty, nor 
awed by the dignity of his thoughts : but such is the 
power of his poetry, that his call is obeyed without 
resistance ; the reader feels himself in captivity to a 
higher and a nobler mind, and criticism sinks in 
admiration. 
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Milton's style was not modified by his subject ; 
what is shown with greater extent in Paradise Lost^ 
may be fowid in Comus. One source of his pecu- 
liarity was his familiarity with the Tuscan poets ; 
the disposition of his words is, I think, frequently 
Italian ; perhaps sometimes combined with other 
tongues. Of him, at last, may be said what Jonson 
says of Spenser, that he wrote no language, but has 
formed what Butler calls a Babylonish dialect, in it- 
self harsh and barbarous, but made by exalted genius 
and extensive learning the vehicle of so much in- 
struction and so much pleasure, that, like other 
lover^ we find grace in its deformity. 

Whatever be the faults of his diction, he cannot 
want the praise of copiousness and variety ; he was 
master of his language in its full extent ; and has 
selected the melodious words with such diligence, 
that from his book alone the art of English poetry 
might be learned. 

After his diction, something must be said of his 
versification. "The measure,'' he says, "is the 
English heroic verse without rhyme." Of this mode 
he had many examples among the Italians, and some 
in his own country. The Earl of Surrey is said to 
have translated one of Virgil's books without rhyme; 
and, beside our tragedies, a few short poems had 
appeared in blank verse, particularly one tending to 
reconcile the nation to Raleigh's wild attempt upon 
Guiena, and probably written by Raleigh himself. 
These petty performances cannot be supposed to 
have much influenced Milton, who more probably 
took his hint from Trissino's Italia Liberata ; and. 
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iBnding blank verse easier than rhyme, was desirous 
of persuading himself that it is better. 

Rhyme^ he says, and says truly, is no necessary 
adjunct of true poetry. But, perhaps, of poetry as a 
mental operation, metre or music is no necessary ad- 
junct : it is, however, by the music of metre that 
poetry has been discriminated in all languages; and» 
in languages melodiously constructed, with a due 
proportion of long and short syllables, metre is suffi- 
cient. But one language cannot communicate its 
rules to another ; where metre is scanty and imper- 
fect, some help is necessary. The music of the 
English heroic lines strikes the ear so faintly, that 
it is easily lost, unless all the s}'llables of every line 
co-operate together ; this co-operation can be only 
obtained by the preservation of every verse un- 
mingled with another as a distinct system of rounds ; 
and this distinctness is obtained and preserved by 
the artifice of rhyme. The variety of pauses, so 
much boasted by the lovers of blank verse, changes 
the measures of an English poet to the periods of a 
declaimer ; and there are only a few skillfiil and 
happy readers of Milton, who enable their audience 
to perceive where the lines end or begin. *« Blank 
verse,** said an ingenious critic, ^^ seems to be verse 
only to the eye." 

Poetry may subsist without rhyme, but English 
poetiy will not often please ; nor can rhyme ever be 
safely spared but where the subject is able to sup* 
port itself. Blank verse makes some approach to 
that which is called the lapidary style ; hajs neither 
the easiness of prose, nor the melody of numbers, 
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and iherebre tires by long continuanoe. Of the 
Italian writers without rhyme, whom Milton alleges 
as precedents, not one is popular ; what reason could 
urge in its defence has been confuted by the ear. 

But, whatever be the advantage of rhyme, I can- 
not prevail on myself to wish that Milton had been 
a rhymer ; for I cannot wish his work to be other 
than it is ; yet like other heroes, he is to be admired 
rather than imitated. He that thinks himself capa* 
ble of astonishing may write blank verse ; but those 
that hope only to please must condescend to rhyme. 

The highest praise of genius is original invention. 
Milton cannot be said to have contrived the struc- 
ture of an epic poem, and therefore owes reverence 
to that vigour and amplitude of mind to which all 
generations must be indebted for the art of poetical 
narration, for the texture of the fable, the variation 
of incidents, the interposition of dialogue, and all 
the stratagen^ that surprise and enchain attention. 
But, of all the borrowers from Homer, Milton is 
perhaps the least indebted. He was naturally a 
thinker for himself, confident of his own abilities, 
and disdainful of help or hindrance : he did not 
refuse admission to the thoughts or images of his 
predecessors, but he did not seek them. From his 
contemporaries he neither courted nor received 
support : There is in his writings nothing by which 
the pride of other authors might be gratified, or 
favour gained ; no exchange of praise, nor solici- 
tation of support. His great works were perform- 
ed under discountenance, and in blindness; but 
difficulties vanished at his toudi ; he was bom for 
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whateyer is arduous; and his work is not the 
greatest of heroic poems, only because it is not the 
first. 




BUTLER, 



Of the great author of Hudibrad there is a life 
prefixed to the later editions of his poem, by an 
unknown writer, and therefore of disputable au- 
thority ; and some account is incidentally given by 
Wood, who confesses the uncertainty of his own 
narrative. More, however, than they knew cannot 
now be learned, and nothing remains but to com- 
pare and copy them. 

Samuel Butler was bom in the parish of 
Strensham in Worcestershire, according to his bio- 
grapher, in 1612. This account Dr Nash finds 
confirmed by the register. He was christened 
Feb. 14. 

His father's condition is variously represented. 
Wood mentions him as competently wealthy ; but 
Mr Longueville, the son of Butler's principal fiiend, 
flays he was an honest farmer with some small estate, 
who made a shift to educate his son at the grammar* 
school of Worcester, under Mr Henry Bright, from 
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whose ((are he removed for a short time to Cam- 
bridge ; but, for want of money, was never made 
a member of any college. Wood leaves us rather 
doubtful whether he went to Cambridge or Oxford; 
but at last makes him pass six or seven years at 
Cambridge, without knowmg m what hall or col- 
lege ; yet it can hardly be unagined that he lived so 
long in either university, but as belonging to pn^ 
house or another ; and it is still less likely that he 
could have so long inhabited a place of learning, 
with so little distinction as to leave his residence 
uncertain. Dt Nash has discovered that his father 
was owner of a house and a little land, worth 
about eight pounds a-year, still called Butler's Te- 
nemafit 

Wood has his information from his brother, wbos^ 
narrative placed him at Cambridge, in opposition to 
that of his neighbour's^ which sent him to Oxfor4« 
The brother's seems the be«t authority, till, by coor 
fessing his inability to tdl his hall or college, he 
gives reason to suspect that he was resolved to be* 
stow on him an academical education ; but durst 
not name a college for fear of detection. 

He was for scnne time, according to the author 
of his Life, derk to Mr Jefferys of Earl's Croomb in 
Worcestershire, an eminent justice of the peace. In 
his service; he had not only leisiu^e for study, but for 
recreation : His amusements were music and paint* 
ing ; and the reward oi his pencil was the friend- 
ship of the celebrated Cooper. Some pictures, said 
to be his, were shewn to Dr Nadi, at Earl's Croomb; 
hviX, when he enquired for them some years after- 
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wards, he found them destroyed, to stop windows, 
and owns that they hardly deserved a better fate. 

He was afterwards admitted into the family of 
the Countess of Kent, where he Iiad the use of a li- 
brary ; and so much recommended himself to Sel- 
den, that he was often employed by him in liter- 
ary business. Selden, as is well known, was stew* 
ard to the Countess, and is supposed to have gain* . 
ed much of his wealth by managing her estate. 

In niiat character Butler was admitted into that 
lady's service, how long he continued in it, and 
why he left it, is, like the other incidents of his life, 
utterly unknown. 

The vicissitudes of his condition placed him after- 
wards in the family of Sir Samuel Luke, one of 
Cromwell's officers. Here he observed so much of 
the character of the sectaries, that he is said to have 
written or begun his poem at this time.; and it is 
Ukdy that such a design would be formed in a place 
where he saw the principles and practices of the 
rebels, audacious and undisguised in the confidence 
of succi^ss. 

At length the king returned, and the time came 
in which loyalty hoped for its reward. Butler, 
however, was only made secretary to the Earl of 
Carbury, president of the principality of Wales ; 
who conferred on him the stewardship of Ludlow 
Castle, when the court of the marches was revived. 
In this part of his life, he married Mrs Herbert^ 
a gentlewoman of a good family ; and lived, says 
Wood, upon her fortune, having studied the com- 
mon law, but never practised it A fortune she 
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had, says his biographer, but it was lost by bad 
curities. 

In 1668 was published the first part^ containing 
three oantos, of the poem of Hudibras, which, at 
FHor relates, was made known at court by the taste 
and influence of the £arl of Dorset When it was 
known, it was necessarily admired : the king quo- 
ted, the courtiers stuped, and the whole party of 
the royalists applauded it. Evcary eye watched for 
the golden shower which was to &Q upon the au- 
thor, who certainly was not without his part in the 
general expectation. 

In 1664 the second part appeared ; the euriosity 
oi the nation was rekindled, aiid the writer was 
agaiii praised and elated. But praise was his whole 
reward. Clarendon, says Wood, gave him reascm 
to hope for ^ pkces and employments of value and 
'< credit f but no such advantages did he evar ob- 
tain. It is reported that the kihg once gave him 
thre^ hundred guineas ; but of thii temporary boun* 
ty I find nb proof. 

Wood relates that he was secretary to Villiers 
Duke of Buckingham^ when he was diancellor of 
CatJEibridge t this is ddubted by the other writer, 
who yet allows the Duke to have been his frequent 
benefactor. That both these accounts are false, there 
is reasoh to suspect, frnm a story told by Facke, in 
his account of the life of Wycherly ; and from some 
verses which Mr Thycr has published in the author^s 
remains. 

*• Mr Wych«iy,* says Packe, •• had always laid 
** hold of an opportunity which dS&red of represent- 
•' ing to the Duke of Bukingham how well Mr 
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Butler had deserved of the royal family, by writ- 
ing hifi inimitable Hudibms ; and that it was a re* 
*^ proadb to the ooiirt, that a person of bis loyalty 
'' and wit should suffer in obscurity, and under the 
^ wants be did. The Duke always seemed to hear- 
^ ken to him with attention enough ; and after some 
** timfe undertook to recommend his pretensions to 
•* his majesty^ Mr Wycherley, in hopes to keep 
'^bin steady to his word, obtained of his graoe to 
** name a day, when he might introduce that modest 
'^ imd unfortunate poet to his new patron. At laat 
'' an appointment was made, and the place of meet* 
^ ing was agireed to be the Roebuck. Mr Butler 
^^and his fiiend attended accordingly ; the IHikii 
<* joined them ; but^ as the D — ^1 would have it, the 
^* door of the mom where they sat was open, and 
'* his grace, who had seated himself near it, obser*- 
« ving a pimp of bis acquaintance (the creature too 
^ was a knight) trip by with a brace of ladies, im^ 
<^ mediately quitted his engagement to follow ah- 
^ other kind of business, at which he was more ready 
*^ thftn in doing good offices to men of desert, though 
*' no one was better qualified than be, both in Wr 
^ gard to his fi^rtune and understancting, to protect 
** them ; and, &om that time to the day of bis death, 
''•poor Butler never found the least effect of his pn>- 
" miser 

Such is the story. The verses are written with 
a degree of acrimony, such as neglect and disap- 
pointment might naturally excite ; and such as it 
would be hard to imagine Butler capable of express- 
ing against a man who had any daim to his gra- 
titude. 
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Notwithstanding this discouragement and he* 
gleet, he still prosecuted his design ; and in 1678 
published the third part, which still leaVes the poem 
imperfect and abrupt How much more he ofriginr 
ally intended, or with what events the action wa^ 
to be concluded, it is vain to conjecture. Nor can 
it be thought strange that he should stop here, how- 
ever unexpectedly. To write without reward is 
sufficiently unpleasingi He had now arrived at an 
age when he might think it proper to be in jest no 
longer, and perhaps his health might now begin to 
fail. 

He died in 1680; and Mr Longueville, having 
unsuccessfully solicited a Subscription for his inter- 
ment in Westminster abbey, buried him at hid own 
cost in the church-yard df Covent Garden. Dr 
Simon Patrick read the service^ 

Granger was informed by Dr Peah^, who named 
for his authority Mr Liowndes of the treasury, that 
Butler had a yearly pension of an hundred pounds. 
This is contji-adicted by all tradition, by the com- 
plaints of Oldham, and by the reproaches of Dry- 
den ; and I am afraid will never be confirmed. 

About sixty years afterwards, Mr Barbei*^ aprint- 
er, mayor of London, and a friend tb Butler's priil- 
dples, bestowed on him a tnonumient in Westmin- 
ster abbey, thus inscribed : 

ii.s. 

SAMUELIS BUTLERI, 

Qui Strenshamis in agro Vigorn. nat l6l2« 

obiit Lond. l6S0. 

Vir doctUB imiwiinisy acer, int^er; 

Operibus ingenii, turn item pnemiia, foelix ; 
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Satjrrid tpud nps oarminis aitifez egregius ; 

Quo simulatae religionis larvam detraxit> 

£t perdueUium scelera libenime exagitavit ^ 

Scriptorum in suo genere^ primus et postrtmus 

Ne, cui vivo deerant fere oraiiia» 

Deesset etiam mortuo tumulus^ 

Hoc tandem posito marmorey curavit 

Johannes Barbir, Civis Londensis, 172}. 

After his death were published three small voU 
umes of his posthumous work ; I know not by whom 
collected, or by what authority ascertained; and, 
lately, two volumes more have been printed by Mr 
Thyer of Manchester, indubitably genuine. From 
none of these pieces can his life be traced, or his 
diaracter discovered. Some verses in the last coL 
lection, shew him to have been among those who 
ridiculed the institution of the Royal Society, of 
which the enemies were for some time very nume- 
rous and very acrimonious, for what reason it is 
hard to conceive, since the philosophers professed 
not to advance doctrines, but to produce facts ; and 
the most zealous enemy of innovation must admit 
the gradual progress of experience, however he may 
appose hypothAieal temerity. 

In this mist of obscurity passed the life of Butler, 
a man whose name can only perish with his lan- 
guage. The mode and place of his education are 
imknown ; the events of his life are variously rela- 
ted ; and all that can be told with certainty is, th^t 
he was poor. 

The poem of Hudibras is one of those compo- 
sitions of which a nation may justly boast ; as the 
images which it exhibits are domestic, the senti- 
ments unborrowed and unexpected, and the strain 
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of diction cniginal and pecul»r« We must not, 
however, suifer the pride, which we assume as the 
countrymen of Butler, to make any encroachment 
upon justice, nor appropriate those honours which 
others have a right to share. The poem of Hudi- 
bras is not wholly English ; the original idea is to 
be found in the history of Don Quixote ; a book to 
which a mind of the greatest powers may be in- 
debted without disgrace. 

Cervantes shews a man, who having, by the in- 
cessant perusal of incredible tales, subjected his iln^ 
derstanding to his imagination, and familiarised his 
mind by pertinacious iheditation to trains of incte^ 
^ diUe events, and scenes of impossible existence ; 
goes out in the pride of knighthood to redress 
wrongs^ and defend virgins, to rescue dtptive prin> 
cesses, and tumble usurpers from their thrones ; at- 
tended by a squire, whose cunning, too low for the 
mispieion of a generous mind, enables him often to 
cheat his master. 

The hero of Butler is a presbyterian justice, who, 
in the confident of legal authority and the rage of 
zealous ignorance, ranges the cofhtry to repress 
superstition and correct abuses, accompanied by an 
independent clerk, disputatious and obstinate, with 
whom he often debates, but never conquers him. 

Cervantes had so much kindness for Don 
Quixote, that, however he embarrasses him with 
absurd distresses, he gives him so much sense and 
virtue as may preserve our esteem ; wherever he 
is, or whatever he does, he is made by matchless 
dexterity commonly ridiculous, but nevercontempt- 
• ible. 
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But fi)r poOT Httdibras» his poet had no tenderness ; 
he chuses not that any pity should be shewn or res* 
pect paid hini : he gives him up at once to laughter 
and contempt, without any quality that can digni* 
fy or protect him. 

In forming the character of Hudibras, and des;- 
cribing his person and hatdliments, the author seems 
to labour with a tumultuous confusion of disumilar 
ideas. He had read the history of the mock knights« 
errant ; he knew the notions and manners of a prea* 
byt^rian magistrate^ and tried to unite the absurdly 
ties g£ both, however distant, in one personage. 
Thus he gives him that pedantic ostentation of 
knowledge which has no relation to chivalry, and 
loads him with martial encumbrances that can add 
nothing to his civil dignity. He sends him 'out 
a C(donelling, and ye^ never brings him within sight 
of war. 

If Hudibras be oonridered as the n^resentative 
of the Presbyterians, it is not eatfy to say why his 
weapons should be represented as tidiculous or use- 
less ; fyr, whatever judgment might be passed upon 
their knowledge or their arguments, experienee had 
sufficiently shewn that their swords were not to be 
despised. 

The hero, thus compounded of swaggerer and pe^ 
dant, of knight and justice, is kd forth to action, 
with his squire Ralpho, an independent enthusiast 

Of the contexture of events planned by tiie au- 
thor, which is called the action of the poem, since 
it is left imperfect, no judgment can be made. It 
is probable, that the hero was to be led through 
many luckless adventures, which would give ocos^ 
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sion, like his attack upon the bear and fiddle^ to ex- 
pose the ridiculous rigour of the sectaries ; like his 
encounter with Sidrophiel and Whacum, to make 
superstition and credulity contemptible ; or^ like his 
recourse to the low retailer of the law, discovw the 
fiaudulent practices of different professions. 

What series of events he would have formed, or 
in what manner he would have rewarded or punish** 
ed his hero, it is now vain to conjecture. His work 
must have had, as it seems, the ddect which Dry* 
den imputes to Spenser : the action could not have 
been one ; there could only have been a succession 
cf incidents, each of which might have happened 
without the rest, and which could not all co-operate 
to any single conclusion. 

The discontinui^ of the action might however 
have been easily forgiven, if there had been action 
enough : but I believe every reader regrets the 
paucity of events, and complains that in tiie poem 
of HudilHBs, as in the history of Thuddides^ there 
is more said than done. The scenes are too seldom 
changed, and the attention is tired with long con- 
versation* 

It is indeed much more easy to form dialogues 
than to contrive adventures. Every position makes 
way for an argument, and every objection dictates 
an answer. When two disputants are engaged up- 
on a complicated and extensive question, the diffi- 
culty is not to continue, but to end the controversy. 
But whether it be tbftt we comprehend but few of 
the possibilities of life, or that life itself affords little 
variety, every man who has tried, knows how much 
labour it will cost to form such a combination of cir« 
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cumstances as shall have at once the grace of novel- 
^.^ and credibility, and delight fancy without vio- 
lence to reason. 

Perhaps the dialogue of this poem is not perfect 
Some power of engaging the attention might have 
been added to it by quicker reciprocation, by season- 
able interruptions, by sudden questions, and by a 
nearer approach to dramatic sprightliness ; without 
which, fictitious speeches will always tire, however 
sparkling with sentences, and however variegated 
with allusi(His« 

The great source of pleasure is variety. Uniform 
mity must tire at last, though it be uniformity of 
excellence, We love to expect ; and, when expec- 
tation is disappointed or gratified, we want to be 
again expecting. For this impatience of the present, 
whoever would please must make provision. The 
fildlful writer irritaty mtUcetf makes a due distribu- 
tion of the still and animated parts. It is for want 
of this artful intertexture, and those necessary chan- 
ges, that the whole of a book may be tedious, though 
all the- parts are praised. 

If inexhaustible wit could give perpetual pleasure, 
no eye would ever leave half-read the work of But- 
ler ; for wAiat poet has ever brought so many remote 
images so happily together ? It it is scarcely possi- 
ble to peruse a page without finding some associa- 
tion of images that was never found before. By 
the first paragraph the reader is amused, by the 
next he is delighted, and by a few more strained 
to astonishment ; but astonishment is a toilsome . 
pleasure ; he is soon weary of wondering, andlongs 
to be diverted. 
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Omnia tuU belle Matho dkere^ die aliqaando 
£t bene^ die neutrum^ dio aliquando male. 

Imagination is useless without knowledge ; luu 
ture gives in vain the power of combination, unless 
study and observatimi supply materials to be com* 
bined. Butler's treasures of knowledge appear pro- 
portioned to his expenoe : whatever topic anploys 
his mind, he shews himself qualified to expand and 
iUustrate it with all the accessaries that books can 
fiirmsh ; he is found not only to have traveled the 
beaten road, but the bye-paths of literature ; not 
only to have taken gtoeral surveys, but to have ex- 
amined particulars with minute inspection. 

If the French boast the learning of Rabelais, we 
need not be afraid of confronting them with Butler. 

But the most valuable parts of his pafonnance 
are those which retired study and native wit cannot 
supply. He that merely makes a book from iMKdts 
may be useful, but can scarcely be great. Butler 
had not suffered life to glide beside him unseen or 
unobserved. He had watched with great diligence 
the operations of human nature^ and traced the 
effects of opinion, humour, interest, and passion. 
From such remarks proceeded that great number 
of sententious distichs which have passeA into con* 
versation, and are added as proverbial axioms to the 
general stock of practical knowledge. 

When any work has been viewed and admired, 
the first question of intelligent curiosity is, how was 
it performed ? Hudibras was not a hasty effusion ; 
it was not produced by a sudden tumult of imagi- 
nation, or a short paroxysm .of violent labour. To 
accumulate such a mass of sentiments at the call 
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of accidental desire, or of sudden necessity^ is beyond 
the reacli and power of the most active and compre- 
hensive mind. I am informed by Mr Thyer ai 
Manchester, the eiCcelient e^tor of this author's re« 
liques, that he could shew something like Hudibras 
in prose. He has in his possession the common- 
place book, in which Butler reposited not such e- 
yents and precepts as are gathered by reading, but 
such remaiiu, similitudes, allusions^ assemblages, 
or inferences, as occasion prompted, or meditation 
prcxluced, those thoughts that were generated in 
his own mind, atid might be usefully applied to 
some future purpose. Such is the labour of those 
who write for imimortahty. 

But human works are not easily found without 
a perishable part. Of the ancient poets every read- 
er feels the mythology tedious and oppressive. Of 
Hudibras, the manners, being founded on opinions, 
are temporary and local, and therefore become every 
day less intelligible, and less striking. Wliat Cicero 
says of philosophy is true likewise of wit and hu- 
mour, that ^^ time effaces the fictions of opinions^ 
^ and confirms the determinations of Nature." Such 
manners as depend upon standing relations and 
general passions are co-extended with the race of 
man ; but those modifications of life and peculiari<» ' 
ties of practice, which are the progeny of error and 
perverseness, or at best of scnne accidental influence 
cr transient persuasion, must perish with their pa- 
rents. 

Much therefore of that humour which transport- 
ed the last century with merriment is lost to us, 
who donotknowthesour solenmity, the sullen super- 
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stition, the gloomy moroseness, and the stubborn 
scruples, of the ancient Puritans, (or, if we knew 
them, derive our information only from books, or 
from tradition) have never had them before our 
eyes, and cannot but by recollection and study un- 
darstand the lines in which they are satirised. Our 
grandfathers knew the picture from the life ; we 
judge of the life by contemplating the picture. It 
is scarcely possible, in the regularity and composure 
of the present time, to in^age the tumult of absurd«» 
ity, and clamour of contradiction, which perplexed 
doctrine, disordered practice, and disturbed both 
public and private quiet, in that age when subordi- 
nation was broken, and awe was hissed away ; when 
any unsettled innovate, who could hatch a half- 
formed notion, produced it to the public: when 
every man might become a preacher, and almost 
every preacher could collect a ccmgregation. 

The wisdom of the nation is very reasonably sup 
posed to reside in the parliament. What can be 
concluded of the lower classes of .the people, when 
in one of the parliaments summoned by Cromwell 
it was seriously proposed, that all the records in 
the Tower should be burnt, that all memory c^ 
things past should be effaced, and that the whole 
system of life should commence anew ? 

We have never been witnesses of animosities exr 
cited by the use of mince-pies and plumb-porridge ; 
nor seen with what abhorrence those, who could 
eat them at all other times of the year, would 
shrink from them in December. An old Puritan 
who wad alive in my childhood, being at one of the 
feasts of the church invited by a neighbour to partake 
his cheer, told him, that if he would treat him at 
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ah alehouse witli beer brewed for all times and sea- 
sons, he should accept his kindness, but would have 
none of his superstitious meats or drinks. 

One of the puritanical tenets was the illegality 
of all games of chahce ; aiid he that reads Gataker 
upon Lots may see how much learning and reason 
one of the first scholars of his age thought necessary 
to ^Tove that it was no crime to throw a die, or play 
at cards, or to hide a shilling for the reckoning. 

Astrology, however, against which so much of 
the satire is directed, was not more the foUy of thd 
Puritans than of btherS. It had in that time a very 
extetasive dominion. Its predictions raised hopes 
and fears in minds which dtight to have rejected it 
with contempt In hazardoiis undertakings, care 
was taken to begin under the influence of a propi- 
tious, planet ; and when the king was prisoner in 
Carisbr(k>k Castle^ an astrologer was consulted what 
hour would he fbtmd most favourable to an escape. 
What effect this poem had upon the public, 
whether it shamed imposture, or reclaimed Credulity, 
is not easily determined. Cheats can seldom stand 
long against laughter. It is certain that the credit 
of planetary intelligence wore fast away ; though 
some men of knoledge, and Dryden among them, 
^ntinued to belieVe that conjunctions and opposi- 
tions had a great part in the distribution of good 
or evil, and in the government of sublunary things. 
Poetical action ought to be probable upon cer- 
tain suppositions; ahd such probability as bur- 
lesque requires is here violated only by one in- 
eident. Nothing can shew mo^e plainly the ne- 
cessity of doing something, and the difficulty of 
finding something to do, than that Butler was 
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reduced to transfer to his hero the jBagellation of 
Sandio^ not the most agreeable fiction of Cervantes ; 
very suitable indeed to the manners, of that age and 
nation^ which ascribed wonderful effiacy to vo- 
luntary penances ; but so remote from the practioe ^ 
and opinions of the Hudibrastic time, tha.t judg- 
ment and imagination are alike offended. 

The diction of this poem is grossly familiar, and 
the numbers purposely neglected, except in a few 
places where the thoughts by their native excel- 
lence secure themselves from violation, being such 
as mean language cannot express. The mode of 
versification has been blamed by Dryden, who re« 
grets that the heroic measure was not rather chosen« 
To the critical sentence of Dryden the hi^iest re« 
verence would be due, were not his decisions often 
precipitate, and his opinions immature. When he 
wished to change the meai^re, he .]^obably would 
have been willing to change more» If h0 intended 
that, when the numbers were heroic, the diction 
should still remain vulgar, he plaooned » very het^ 
rogeneous and unnatural composition. If he prefer* 
red a general stateliness both of sound and words, 
he can be only understood to wish . that BuUer had 
undertaken a di£ferent work. 

The measure is quick, sprightiy, and colloquial, 
suitable to the vulgarity of the words and the le- 
vity of the sentiments. But such numbers and 
such diction can gain regard only when they are 
used by a writer whose vigour of &noy and <^ious- 
ness of knowledge entitie him to contempt of orna- 
ments, and who, in confidence of the novelty and 
justness of \ng oonceptions^ can afford to throw me- 
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taphors and epithets away. To another that con- 
veys common thoughts m careless versification, it 
will only be said, ** Pauper videri Cinna vult, et est 
pauper." The meaning and diction will be worthy 
of each other, and criticism may justly doom them 
to perish together. 

Nor even though another Butler should arise 
would another Hudibras obtain the same regard. 
Burlesque consists in a disproportion between the 
style and the sentiments, or between the adventi* 
tious sentiments and the fundamental subject It 
therefore, like all bodies compounded of heterogai4 
ecus partsi ccmtains.in it a principle o£ cormptioiL 
All disproportion is imnatural ; and from what is 
unnatural we can derive cmly the pleasure which 
novdty {Mxidiices. We admire it a while as a 
strange thing ; but when it is no longer strange, we 
perceive its deformity. It is a kind of artific^ 
which by frequent repetiti<m detects itself; and the 
reader, learning in time what he is to expect, lays 
down his book^ as the spectator turns away from 
a second exhibition of those tricks, of which the 
mly use ia to «how that they can h^ pUyed. 
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John Wilmot, afterwards Earl of Rochester, the 
son of Henry Earl of Rochester better known by 
the title of Lord Wilmot, so often mentioned in 
Clarendon's history, was bom April 10, 1647, at 
IMtchley in Oxfordshire. After a grammatical edu- 
cation at the sdiool of Burford, he entered a noble- 
man into Wadham College in 1659, only twelve 
years old ; and in 1661, at fourteen, was, with some 
other persons of high rank, made master of arts by 
Lord Clarendon in person. 

He travelled afterwards into France and Italy ; 
Md at his return devoted himself to the court. In 
1665 he went to sea with Sandwich, and distin-^ 
guished himself at Bergen by undommon intrepi- 
dity ; and the ne^ summer served again on-board 
Sir Edward Spragge, who, in the heat of the en- 
gagement, having a message of reproof to send td 
one of his captains, could find no man ready to carry 
it but Wilmot, who, in an open boat, went and re- 
turned amidst the storm of shot 

But his reputation for bravery was not lasting ; 
he was reproached with slinking away in street 
quarrels, and leaving his companions to shift as they 
could without him ; and Sheffield Duke of Buck- 
ingham has left a story of his reftisal to fight him. 
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He had very early an inclination to intemperance, 
which he totally subdued in his travels ; but, when 
he became a courtier, he unhappily addicted him- 
self to dissolute and vicious company, by which his 
principles were corrupted, and his manners deprav- 
ed. He lost all sense of reli^ous restraint ; and, 
finding it not convenient to admit the authority of 
laws which he was resolved not to obey, sheltered 
his wickedness behind infidelity. 

As he excelled in that noisy and licentious mer- 
riment which wine excites, his companions eagerly 
encouraged him in excess, and he willingly indulged 
it ; till, as he confessed to Dr Burnet, he was for five 
years together continually drunk, or so much in- 
flamed by firequent ebriety, as in no interval to be 
master of himself. 

In this state he played many frolics, which it is 
not for his honour that we should remember, and 
which are not now distinctly known. He often 
pursued low amours in mean disguises, and always 
acted with great exactness and dexterity the cha- 
ract^s which he assumed. 

He once erected a stage on Tower-hill, and ha- 
rangued the populace as a mountebank ; and, ha- 
ving made physic part of his stud) , is said to have 
practised it successfully. 

He was so much in favour with king Charles, 
that he was made one of the gentlemen of the bed- 
chamber, and comptroller of Woodstock park. 

Having an active and inquisitive mind, he never, 
except in his paroxysms of intemperance, was wholly 
negUgent of study ; he read what is considered as 
polite learning so much, tliat he is mentioned by 

VOL. IX. o 
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Wood as the greatest sdiolar of alt the nobility. 
Sometimes he retired into the country, and amused 
himself with writing libels, in which he did not 
pretend to confine himself to truth. 

His favourite author in French was Boileau, and 
in English, Cowley. 

Thus in a course of drunken gaiety, and gross 
sensuaUty, with intervals of study perhaps yet more 
criminal, with an avowed contempt of all decency 
and order, a totftl disregard of every mord, imd a 
resolute denial of every religious obligation, he liv« 
ed worthless and useless, and blazed cmt his youth 
and his health in lavish voluptuousness ; till, at the 
age of one*and-thirty, he had exhausted the fund of 
life, and reduced himself to a state of weakness and 
decay. 

At this time he was led to an acquaintance with 
Dr Burnet, to whom he laid open with great fi'ee- 
dom the tenour of his opinions, and the course of 
his life, and from whom he received such conviction 
of the reasonableness of moral duty, and the truth 
of Christianity, as produced a total change both of 
his manners and opinions. The account of those 
salutary conferences is given by Burnet in a book 
intituled, Same passages of the Life and Death of 
John Earl of Rochester^ which the critic ought 
to read for its elegance, the philosopher for its argu- 
ments, and the saint for its piety. It were an injury 
to the reader to offer him an abridgement. 

He died July 36, 1680^ before he had completed 
his thirty-fourth year ; and was so worn away by a 
long illness that Ufe went out without a struggle. 
Lord Rochester was eminent for the vigour of 
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his coQoquial wit, and remarkable for many wild 
pranks and sallies of extravagance. The glare of 
his general character difiiised itself upon his writ*** 
ings. The compositions of a man whose name was 
heard so often, were certain of attention, and from 
many readers certain of applause. This blaze of 
reputation is not yet quite extinguished ; and his 
poetry still retains some splendour beyond that 
which genius has bestowed. 

Wood and Burnet gave us reason to believe, that 
much was imputed to him which he did not write : 
I know not by whom the original collection was 
made, or by what authority its genuineness was as- 
certained. The first edition was published in the 
year of his death, with an air of concealment, pro- 
fessing in the title-page to be printed at Antwerp. 

Of some of the pieces, however, there is no doubt : 
the Imitation of Horace's Satire, the Verses to 
Lord Mulgrave, the Satire against Man, the Verses 
upon Nothing, and perhaps some others, are, I be- 
lieve, genuine ; and perhaps most of those which the 
late collection exhibits. 

As he cannot be supposed to have found leisure 
for any course of continued study, his pieces are 
commonly short, such as one fit of resolution would 
produce. 

His songs have no particular character ; they tell 
like other songs, in smooth and easy language, of 
scorn and kindness, dismission and desertion, absence 
and inconstancy, with the common places of artfi- 
cial courtship. They are commonly smooth and 
easy ; but have little nature, and little sentiment. 

His imitation of Horace on Lucilius is not inele- 
gant or unhappy. In the reign of Charles the second 
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began that adaptation which has since been very fre- 
quent, of ancient poetry to present times ; and per- 
haps few will be found where the parallelism is 
better preserved than in this. The versification is 
indeed sometimes careless, but it is sometimes vigo- 
rous and weighty. 

The strongest eifort of his muse is his poem upon 
nothing. He is not the first who has chosen this 
barren topic for the boast of his fertiUty. There is 
a poem called Nihil in Latin by Passerat, a poet and 
critic of the sixteenth century in France ; who, in 
his own epitaph, expresses his zeal for good poetry 
thus: 

— Moliter ossa quiescent 
Sint modo carminibus non onerata malis. 

His works are not common, and therefore I shall 
subjoin his verses. 

In examining this performance, nothing must be 
considered as having not only a negative, but a kind 
of positive signification ; as I need not fear thieves, 
I have nothings and nothing is a very powerfiil pro- 
tector. In the first part of the sentence it is taken 
negatively ; in the second it is taken positively, as 
an agent. In one of Boileau*s lines it was a question, 
whether he should use a rien faire^ or a ne rien 
faire ; and the first was preferred because it gave 
'rien a sense in some sort positive. Nothing can be 
a subject only in its positive sense, and such a sense 
is given it in the first line : 

Nothings thou elder brother ev'n to shade. 

In this line, I know not whether he does not allude 
to a curious book De Umbra, by Wowerus, which 
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having told the qualities of Shade, concludes with 
a poem in which are these lines : 

Jam primum terrain validis circumgpice claustris 
Suspensum totam, decus admirabile mundi 
Terrasque tractusque maris^ camposque liquentes 
Aeris^ et vasti laqueata palatia cceii 
Omnibus umbra prior. 

The positive sense is generally preserved with 
great skill through the whole poem ; though some- 
times, in a subordinate sense, the negative itothirig 
is injudiciously mingled. Passerat confounds the 
two senses. 

Another of his most vigorous pieces is his lam- 
poon on Sir Car Scroop, who, in a poem called the 
Praise of Satire, had some lines like these :* 

He who can push into a midnight fray 
His brave companion, and then run away. 
Leaving him to be murder'd in the street. 
Then put it off with some buffoon conceit ; 
Him, thus dishonoured, for a wit you own. 
And court him as top fidler of the town. 

This was meant of Rochester, whose buffoon con- 
ceit was, I suppose, a saying often mentioned, that 
every man would be a coward if he durst ; and drew 
from him those furious verses, to which Scroop 
made in reply an epigram, ending with these lines: 

Thou canst hurt no man's fame with thy ill word ; 
Thy pen is full as harmless as thy sword. 

Of the satire against man, Rochester can only 
claim what remain;s when all Boileau's part is taken 
away. 

In all his works there is spriteliness and vigour, 

^ I quote from memory. 
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and every where may be found tokens of a mind 
which study might have carried to excellence. 
What more can be expected from a life spent in 
ostentatious contempt of regularity^ and ended be- 
fore the abilities of many other men began to be 
displayed. 
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Poema CI. V. Joannis Passeeatii, 

Regii in Academia Paiisiensi Professoris, 

Ad omatissimnm virum Erricum Memmium. 

Janus adest^ festse poscunt sua dona Kalends, 
Munus abest festis quod posslm offerre Kalendis. 
Siccine Castalius nobis exaruit humor } 
Usque adeo ingenii npstri est exhausta facultas, 
Immunem ut videat redeuntis janitor anni ? 
Quod nusquam est, potius nova per vestigia quaeram. 
Ecce autem partes dum sese versat in omnes 
Invenit mea Musa nihil, ne despice munus. 
Num NIHIL est gemmis, nihil est pretiosius auro. 
Hue animum, hue igitur vultus adverte benignos : 
Res nova narratur quse nulli audita priorum, 
Ausonii et Graii dixerunt cstera vates, 
Ausonise indictum nihil est Graecaeque Camoenae. 

£ ccelo quacunque Ceres sua prospicit arva, 
Aut genitor liquidis orbem complectitur ulnis 
Oceanus, nihil interitus et originis expers. 
Immortale nihil, nihil omni parte beatum. 
Quod si hinc majestas et vis divina probatur, 
Num quid honore deum, num quid dignabimur aris? 
Conspectu lucis nihil est jucundius almas, 
Ver NIHIL, nihil irriguo formosius horto, 
Floridius pratis, Zephyri clementius aura ! 
In bello sanctum nihil est Martisque tumultu : 
Justum in pace nihil, nihil est in foedere tutum. 
Felix cui nihil est, (fuerant haec vota Tibullo) 
Non timet insidias : fures, incindia temnit : 
SoUicitas sequitur nullo sub judice lites. 
lUe ipse invictis qui subjidt omnia fatis 
Zenonis sapiens, nihil admiratur et optat. 
Socratidque gregis fuit ista scientia quondam. 
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Scire nihil^ studio cui nunc incumbitur uni. 
Nee quicquam in ludo mavult didicisse juventus^ 
Ad magnas quic ducit opes^ et culmen honorum. 
Nosce NtHiL^ nosces fertur quod Pythagorcee 
Grano haerere fabee, cui vox adjuncta negantis. 
Multi Nercorio fireti duce viscera terra* 
Pura liquefaciunt simul^ et patrimonia miscent^ 
Arcano instantes operi^ et carbonibus atrig^ 
Qui tandem exhausti damnis^ fractique labore^ 
Inveniunt atque inventum nihil usque requirunt. 
Hoc dimetiri non uUa decempeda possit : 
Nee numeret Libycae numerum qui callet arense : 
Et Phoebo ignotum nihil est, nihil altius astris. 
Tique, tibi licet eximium sit mentis acumen, 
Omnem in naturam penetrans, et in abdita rerum. 
Pace tua, Memmi, nihil ignorare videris. 
Sole tamen nihil est, et puro clarius igne. 
Tange nihil, dicesque nihil sine corpore tangi. 
Ceme nihil, cemi dices nihil abseque colore. 
Surdum audit loquiturque nihil sine voce, volatque 
Absque ope pennarum, et graditur sine cruribus ullis. 
Absque loco motuque nihil per inane vagatur. 
Humano generi utiUus nihil arte roedendi. 
Ne rhombos igitur, neu Thessala murmura tentet 
Idalia vacuum trajectus arundine pectus, 
Neu legat Idseo Dicteeum in vertice gramen. 
Vulneribus ssevi nihil auxiliatur amoris. 
Vexerit et quemvis trans mocstas portitor undas. 
Ad superos imo nihil hunc revocabit ab orco. 
Infemi nihil inflectit prsecordia regis, 
Parcarumque colos, et inexorabile pensum. 
Obruta Phlegrseis campis Titania pubes 
Fulmineo sensit nihil esse potentiua ictu : 
Porrigitur magni nihil extra moenia mundi : 
Diique nihil metuunt. Quid longo carmine plura 
Commemorem? virtute nihil prsestantius ipsa, 
Splendidius nihil est; nihil est Jove denique majaa. 
Sed tempus finem argutis imponere nugis : 
Ne tibi si multa laudem mea carraina charta, 
De nihilo nihili pariant fastidia versus. 
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Wentworth Dillon, Earl of Roscommon^ was 
the son of James Dillon and Elizabeth Wentwortb, 
sister to the Earl of Strafford. He was bom in Ire- 
land during the lieutenancy of Strafford, who, being 
both his uncle and his godfather, gave him his own 
surname. His father, the third Earl of Roscom- 
mon, had been converted by Usher to the protes* 
tant religion ; and when the popish rebellion broke 
out, Strafford thinking the family in great danger 
from the fury of the Irish, sent for liis godson, and 
placed him at his own seat in Yorkshire, where he 
was instructed in Latin ; which he learned so as to 
write it with purity and elegance, though he was 
never able to retain the rules of grammar. 

Such is the account given by Mr Fenton, from 
whose notes on Waller most of this account must 
be borrowed, though I know not whether all that 
he relates is certain. The instructor whom he as- 
signs to Roscommon is one Dr Hall, by whom he 
cannot mean the famous Hall, then an old man and 
a bishop. 
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When the storm broke out upon Strafford, his 
house was a shelter no longer ; and Dillon, by the 
advice of Usher, was sent to Caen, where the pro- 
testants had then an university, and continued his 
studies under Bochart. 

Young Dillon, who was sent to study under Bo- 
chart, and who is represented as having already 
made great proficiency in literature, could not be 
more than nine years old. Straiford went to go- 
vern Ireland in 1633, and was put to death eight 
years afterwards. That he was sent to Caen, is cer- 
tain : that he was a great scholar, may be doubted* 
At Caen he is said to have had some preternatu- 
ral intelligence of his father's death. 

**The Lord Roscommon, being a boy of ten 

years of age, at Caen in Normandy, one day was, 

as it were, madly extravagant in playing, leaping, 
•• getting over the tables, boards, &c. He was wont 
** to be sober enough ; they said, God grant this 
" bodes no ill-luck to him ! In the heat of this ex» 
" travagant fit, he cries out, my father is dead. A 
^ fortnight after, news came f5pom Ireland that his 
" father was dead. This account I had from Mr 
"KnoUes, who was his governor, and then with 

him, — since secretary to the Earl of Strafford; 

and I have heard his lordship's relations confirm 
'* the same.** Aubrey's Miscellany, 

The present age is very little inclined to favour 
any accounts of this kind, nor will the name of Au- 
rbey much recommend it to credit. It ought not, 
however, to be omitted, because better evidence of 
a fact cannot easily be found than is here 'offered ; 
and it must be by preserving such relations that we 
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may at last judge how much they are to be re- 
garded. If we stay to examuie this account, we 
shall see difficulties on both sides : here is the rela- 
tion of a fact given by a man who had no interest 
to deceive, and who could not be deceived himself; 
and here is, on the other hand, a miracle which pro- 
duces no effect ; the order of nature is interrupted 
to discover, not a future but only a distant event, 
the knowledge of which is of no use to him to 
whom it is revealed. Between these difficulties, 
what way shall be found ? Is reason or testimony 
to be rejected ? I believe, what Osborne says of an 
appearance of sanctity, may be applied to such im- 
pulses or anticipations as this : Do not wholly slight 
thetrif because they may be true ; btU do not easily 
trust therriy because they may be false. 

The state both of England and Ireland was at 
this time such, that he who was absent from either 
coimtry had very little temptation to return ; and 
therefore Roscommon, when he lefl Caen, travelled 
into Italy, and amused himself with its antiquities, 
and particularly with medals, in which he acquired 
uncommon skill. 

At the restoration, with the other friends of mo- 
n^trchy, he came to England, was made captain of 
the band of pensioners, and learned so much of the 
dissoluteness of the court, that he addicted himself 
immoderately to gaming, by which he was engaged 
in frequent quarrels, and which undoubtedly brought 
upon him its usual concomitants, extravagance and 
distress. 

After some time, a dispute about part of his estate 
forced him into Ireland, where he was made by the 
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diike of Qrmond captain of the guards, and met 
with an adventure thus related by Fenton : 

** He was at Dublin as much as ever distempered 
^ with the same fatal a£Pection for play, which en- 
** gaged him in one adventure that well deserves to 
** be related. As he returned to his lodgings from 
*^ a gaming-table, he was attacked in the dark by 
*• three ruffians, who were employed to assassinate 
<< him. The Earl defended himself with so much 
<* resolution, that he dispatched one of the aggres- 
** sors ; whilst a gentleman, accidentally passing 
** that way, interposed, and disarmed another : the 
" third secured himself by flight. This generous 
*^ assistant was a disbanded officer, of a good family 
" and fair reputation ; who, by what we call the 
•^ partiality of fortune, to avoid censuring the ini- 
" quities of the times, wanted even a plain suit of 
<^ clothes to make a decent appearance at the castle. 
<< But his lordship, on this occasion, presenting him 
« to the duke of Ormond, with great importunity 
** prevailed with his grace, that he might resign his 
^ post of captain of the guards to his friend ; which 
« for about three years the gentleman enjoyed, and, 
« upon his death, the duke returned the commis- 
" sion to his generous benefactor." 

When he had finished his business, he returned 
to London ; was made master of the horse to the 
Duchess of York ; and married the lady Frances, 
daughter of the Earl of Burlington^ and widow of 
colonel Courteney. 

He now busied his mind with literary projects, 
ttnd formed the plan of a society for refining our 
language and fixing its standard * in inutation, says 
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Fenton, of those learned and polite societies with 
which he had been acquainted abroad. In this 
design his friend Dryden is said to have assisted 
him. 

The same design, it is well known, was revived 
by Dr Swift in the ministry of Oxford ; but it has 
never since been publicly mentioned, though at 
that time great expectations were fonned by some, 
of its establishment and its effects. Such a society 
might, perhaps, without much difficulty, be collect- 
ed ; but that it would produce what is expected 
jfrom it, may be doubted. 

The Italian academy seems to have obtained its 
end. The language was refined, and so fixed that 
it has changed but little. The French academy 
thought they had refined their language, and doubt- 
less thought rightly ; but the event has not shewn 
that they fixed it ; for the French of the present 
time is very different from that of the last century. 

In this country an academy copld be expected 
to do but little. If an academician's place were 
profitable, it would be given by interest ; if attend- 
ance were gratuitous, it would be rarely paid, and 
no man would endure the least dsigust. Unanimi- 
ty is impossible, and debate would separate the as- 
sembly. 

But suppose the philological decree made and 
promulgated, what would be its authority ? In ab- 
solute governments, there is sometimes a general 
reverence paid to.all that has the sanction of power, 
and the countenance of greatness. How little this 
is the state of our country needs not to be told. 
We live in an age in which it is a kind of public 
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sport to refuse all respect that cannot be enforced. 
The edicts of an English academy would probably 
be read by many, only that they might be sure to 
disobey them. 

That our language is in perpetual danger of cor- 
ruption cannot be denied; but what prevention 
can be found ? The present manners 'of the tiation 
would deride authority ; and therefc»re nothing is 
left but that every writer should criticise himself. 

All hopes of new literary institutions were quick* 
ly suppressed by the omtentious turbulence of King 
James' reign ; and Roscommon^ foreseeing that 
some violent concussion of the state was at hand, 
purposed to retire to Rome» alleging, that it Was 
best to sit near the chimney when the chamber 
smoked ; a sentence of which the application seems 
not very clear. 

His departure was delayed by the gout *, and he 
was so impatient either of hindrance or of pain, that 
he submitted himself to a French empiric, who is 
said to have repelled the disease into his bowels. 

At the moment in which he expired, he uttered, 
with an energy of voice that expressed the most 
fervent devotion, two lines of his own version of 
Dies Ine ; 

My God, my Father, and ray Friend 
Do not forsake me in my end. 

He died in 1684; and was buried with great 
pomp in Westminster-abbey. 
His poetical character is given by Mr Fenton : — 
** In his writings,'* says Fenton, " we view the 
image of a mind which was naturally serious and 
solid ; richly furnished and adorned with all the 
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*^ ornaments of learning, unaffectedly disposed in 
*' the most regular and elegant order. His imagin- 
'* Etion might have iHX>bably been more fruitlul and 
" sprightly, if his judgment had been less severe. 
*^ But that severity (delivered in a masculine, clear, 
** succinct style) contributed to make him so etni- 
^ nent in the didactical manner, that no man, with 
•* justice, can affirm he was ever equalled by any of 
^ our nation^ without confessing at the same time 
" that he is inferior to none. In some other kinds 
of writing his genius seems to have wanted fire 
to attain the point of perfection ; but who can 
** attain it ?" 

From this account of the riches of his mind, who 
would not imagine that they had been displayed in 
large volumes and numat>us performances ? Who 
would not, af^er the perusal of this character, be 
Surprised to find that all the proofs of this genius, 
and knowledge, and judgment, are not sufficient 
to form a single book, or to appear otherwise than 
in conjunction with the works of some other vrriter 
of the same petty size ? But thus it is that cha- 
racters are written : we know somewhat, and we 
imagine the rest. The observation, that his ima- 
gination would probably have been more fruitful 
and sprightly, if his judgment had been less severe, 
may be anis wered, by a remarker somewhat inclined 
to cavil, by a contrary supposition, that his judg- 
ment would probably have been less severe, if his 
imagination had been more fhiitfiil. It is ridiculous 
to oppose judgment to imagination ; for it does not 
appear that men have necessarily less of one as they 
have more of the other. 
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We must allow of Roscommon^ what Fenton has 
not mentioned so distinctly as he ought, and what 
is yet very much to his honour, that he is perhaps 
the only correct writer in verse before Addison ; 
and that, if there are not so many or so great beau- 
ties in his compositions as in those of some contem- 
poraries, there are at least fewer faults. Nor is this 
his highest praise ; for Mr Pope has celebrated him 
as the only moral writer of King Charles's reign : 

Unhappy Dryden ! in all Charles's days^ 
Roscpmmon only boasts unspotted lays. 

His great work is his Essay on Translated Verse ; 
of which Dryden writes thus in the preface to his 
Miscellanies : 

" It wss my Lord Roscommon's Essay on Trans- 
" lated Verse," says Dryden, " which made me un- 
easy, till I tried whether or no I was capable of 
following his rules, and of reducing the specula- 
tion into practice. For many a fair precept in 
poetry is like a seeming demonstration in mathe- 
" matics, very spacious in the diegram, but failing 
•* in the mechanic operation. I think I have gen- 
erally observed his instructions: I am sure my 
reason is suflSciently convinced both of their truth 
" and usefulness ; which, in other words, is to con- 
" fess no less a vanity than to pretend that I have, 
'^ at least in some places, made examples to his 
" rules." 

This declaration of Dryden will, I am afraid, be 
found little more than one of those cursory civilities 
which one author pays to another ; for when the 
sum of Lord Roscommon's precepts is collected, it 
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will not be easy ta disoover how they ban qualify 
theh* reader for a better performance of transla^ 
tion than might have been attained by his own re- 
flections. 

He that can abstract his mind from the elegance 
of the poetry, and confine it to the sense of the pre- 
cepts, will find no other direction than that the 
author should be suitable to the translator's genius ; 
that he should be such as may deserve a translation ; 
that he who intends to translate him, should eor 
deavour to understand him; that perspicuity 
should be studied, and unusual and uncouth names 
sparingly inserted; and that the style of the 
original should be copied in its /elevation and c^ 
pression. These are the rules that are celebrated 
as so definite and important ; and for the delivery 
of which to mankind, so much honour has been paid . 
Hoscommon has indeed deserved his praises, had 
they been given with discernment, and bestoiyed 
not on the rules themselves, but the art with wluoh 
they are introduced, and the decorations with whi^Jb 
they are adorned. 

The Essay, though generally excellent, is not 
without its faults* The stoly of the , Quack, bor- 
rowed from Boileau, was not worth; tb^ importa- 
tion; he has confounded the British and Saxon 
mythology : 



I grant that from some mossy idol 

In double rhymes^ our Thor and Woden spoke. 

The oak, as I think Gildon has 9bserypd,' be- 
longed to the British Druids, and . Tlipr ,apd 
Woden were Saxon deities. Of the double rhymes, 

p 
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which he so liberally suppos^ h6 oertainly had ne 
knowledge. 

His int^-pdfiifiott of a long paragraph of blank 
verses is unwarrantably licentious. Latin poets 
ittight as well hAre itltrodtlced a series of iambecks 
among theii- h^roics^ 

His next wo)rk is the translation of the art of 
poetry ; which has l^Meived, in my opinion^ not less 
ptieiise tha6 it detoiires. Bl&nk verse^ left merely to 
its numbers^ has little operation either on the ear 
or mind : it can hardly support Itself without bold 
Spates Btid sttikihg hnagefi. A poem frigidly di- 
dactic, without i-hyme, is so near to prose, that the 
tMder only ^eoms it for pretending to be verse. 

Having disentJEmgled himself from the difficulties 
of i'hym^, he may justly be expected to give the 
ieme cf Hoiraee with great exactness^ and to sup- 
pt^ess no subtilty of sentiment fbr the difficulty of 
(expressing it This demand, however, his transla- 
tion will not satisfy ; what he found obscure, I do 
hot know that he has ever cleared. 

Among his smaller works, the Edogue of Virgil 
add the Dies Irse are well translated ; though tiie 
hest line in the Dies Iras is borrowed fixmi Ihyderi. 
In return, suOceeding poets have borrowed from 
Roeoommon. 

In the verses on the lap-dog, the pronouns thou 
and you are offensively confounded ; and the turn 
at the end ia fiom Waller. 

His versions of the two odes of Horace are made 
with great liberty, which is not recompensed by 
ittuch elegm&o or vigour. 
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'ffis pi6lificsd verseft aj^ sprightly, aWd when they 
ware writteti mast have beeir very poputilr. 

Of thier swrre 6f Gkiarini, and tihe pi*)fog«iei to 
Tbmpey, Mrt PhiHps*, in her letters ttx Sir ChsAe^ 
Cotteret jfias gJven tile history. 

" Lord Rodoommon,'* says she, ** is bferfeiMy' btte 
** of the most promising young noblemen in Ireland. 
*'He has paraphrased a psalm admirably; and ^ 
^ scene of Pastor Fido very finely — ^in some places 
••much better than Sir Richard Fanshaw. This 
** was undertaken merely in compliment to me, who 
** happened to say that it was the best scene in Ita» 
^lian, and the worst in English. He was only 
" two hours about it It begins thus : 






Dear happy groves^ and you the dark retreat 
Of silent horror^ rest's eternal seat.'' 



From these lines, which are since somewhat 
mended^ it appears that he did not think a work of 
two hours fit to endure the eye of criticism without 
reyisal. 

When Mrs Philips was in Ireland, some ladies 
that had seen her translation of Pompey, resolved 
to bring it 6n the stage at Dublin ; and to promote 
their design. Lord Roscommon gave them a pro* 
logue, and Sir Edward Deering an epilogue; 
** which," says she, « are the best performances of 
those kinds I ever saw." If this is not criticism^ 
it is at least gratitude. The thought of bringing 
Cassar and Pompey into Ireland, the only country 
over which Cassar never had any power, is lucky. 

Of Roscommon's works, the judgment of the 
public seems to be right He is elegant, but not 
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great; he never labours exafter quisite beauties, 
and he seldom falls into gross faults. His versifica- 
tion is smooth, but rarely vigorous ; and his rhymes 
are remarkably exact. He improved taste, if he 
did not enlarge knowledge, and may be numbered 
among the bene&ctors to English literature. 
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Of Thomas Otway, one of the first names in 
the English drama, little is known ; nor is there 
any part of that little which his biographer can take 
pleasure in relating. 

He was bom at Trottin in Sussex, March, 3, 1651, 
the son of Mr Humphry Otway, rector of Wool- 
beding. From Winchester-school, where he was 
educated, he was entered, in 1669^ a commoner of 
Christ-church, but left the university without ' a 
degree ; whether for want of money, or from impar 
tience of academical restraint, or mere eagerness to 
mingle with the world, is not known. 

It seems likely that he was in hope of being busy 
and conspicuous ; for he went to Ixmdon, and com- 
menced player ; but found himself unable to gain 
any reputation on the stage. 

This kind of inability he shared with Shakspeare 
and Jonson, as he shared likewise some of their ex- 
cellences. It seems reasonable to expect that a 
great dramatic poet should without d^culty be- 
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come a great actor ; that he who can feel« could ex- 
press ; that he who* can excite passion, should ex- 
hibit with great readiness its external modes : But 
since experience has fully proved, that of those 
powers, whatever be their affinity, one may be pos- 
sessed in a great degree by him who has very little 
of the other ; it must be allowed that they depend 
upon diffisrent faculties, or on different use of the 
same faculty ; that the actor must have a pliancy 
of mien, a flexibility of countenance, and a variety 
of tones, which the poet may be easily supposed 
to want ; or that the attention of the poet and the 
player has been differently employed ; the one has 
been considering thought, and the other action; 
«)Be has watched the heart, and the other conltem- 
fdfited the face. 

Though he could ^not gain much notice as a play- 
er« lie felt in faimself such powers as might qualify 
f<Mr a draiwtic -author ; and, in 1675, his twenty- 
fifth year, produced Aldbiades, a teagedy ; whetiMzr 
tix>m the Aldbiade o£ Palaprat, I have not means 
%o enquice. X^mgbaine, the great detector of 
plagiaidsm, is silent 

III 1677 he published Titus and Berwice^ trans- 
lated from Rapii^ with the Cheats of Scapin, £rom 
li^iere.; and in 1678, Friendship in Fashion, a 
comedy whioii, wiiatever might be its first recep- 
tion, was, upon its revival at Drury-lane in 174i9» 
hissed off the stage for knmorality a^d obscenity. 

Want of morak, or of decency, did not in those 
days exclfxde any man fix)m the company of tlie 
wealthy jand t^e ;gay, if he brought with him any 
powera <;rf* entertainment ; and Otway is said to have 
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been at this time a &yourite compi^on of the 4i3r 
solute wits. But as he who 4esires no virtue in 
his companion has no virtue io himself, those whom 
Otway fiiequented had no purpose of 4oing la^or^ ^ 
him than to pay his reck<ming. They desired on^y 
to drink and laugh : their fondn^^s was withput h^ 
nevolence, and their familiarity without fiiend^hip 
Men of wit, says oi^e of Otway's biographers, receiy« 
ed at that time no &¥our from the great, but to 
share their rjiots ; firoqi which they were dismissed 
again fo their own f^fffrpw circumstances. Thus, 
they languished in poverty wi^out the support of 
wupence. $ome exception, however^ must be made : 
The earl of Plymouth, one q£ King Charles's natural 
s<ms, ppo€pr€4 fiv him a corners commission in iKxme 
troops then sent into Flanders. But Qtway did pot 
prosper in his military character : for he socm left 
Itts ccmupission behind him, whatever was the reason, 
and came back to ^London in extreme indig^Qoe ; 
which Rochester mentions with merciless insolence 
in the Session of the Poets : 

Tom Otway came next^ Tom Shadwell't dear sanj. 
And aw»a» 6n* heroics he writes bett of any ; 
Don CarWs hi3 pocket so amfily had ffll'd. 
That his mange was quite cur'd^ and his lioe were all 

kill'd: 
But Apollo had seen his face on die atage^ 
And prudently did not think fit to engage 
The scum of a pUy-honae, for the prop of an age^ 

Don Carlos, from which he is represented as ha- 
ving received so much benefit, was played in 1675. 
It appears, by the lampocm, to have had great suc- 
cess, and is said to have been played Airty ni|;fats 
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together : this however it is reasonable to doubt, 
as so long a continuance of one play upon the stage 
is a very wide deviation from the practice of that 
time; when the ardour for theatrical entertainments 
was not yet diffiised through the whole people, and 
the audience, consisting nearly of the same persons, 
could be drawn together only by variety. 

The Orphan was exhibited in 1680. This is one 
of the few plays that keep possession of the stage, 
aftd has pleased for almost a century, through all the 
vicissitude of dramatic fashion. Of this play no- 
thing new can easily be said. It is a domestic tragedy 
drawn from middle life. Its whole power is upon 
the affections ; for it is not Mrritten with much com- 
prehension of thought, or elegance of expression. But 
ff the heart is interested, many other beauties may 
tie wanting, yet not be missed. ' 

The same year produced The History and Fall 
of Caius Marius ; much of which is borrowed from 
the Romeo and Juliet of Shakspeare. 

In 1683 was published the first, and next year the 
second parts of the Soldier's Fortune, two comedies 
now forgotten ; and 1685 his last and greatest dra- 
matic work,J Venice Preserved^ a tragedy which still 
continues to be ope of the favourites of the public^ 
notwithstanding the want of morality in the cmi- 
ginal 4esign, and the despicable scences of vile come- 
dy with yhieh he *ha6 diversified his tragic action. 
JS^y cpn^paring tl^i^wifh^ his Orphan, it will appear 
thjat Ijis images.w^e^y time become stronger, and 
.his language }nK>re ^^nergetic. : The striking jjas- 
^ sages are in every mouth ; and the public seepijs to 
judge rightly oif* tlie faults and excellences of this 
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play, that it is the work of a man not attentive to 
decency, nor zealous for virtue ; but of one who 
conceived forcibly, and drew originally, by consult- 
ing nature in his own breast 

Together with those plays, he wrote the poems 
which are in the present collection, and translated 
from the French the History of the Triumvirate. 

All this was performed before he was thirty-four 
years old ; for he died April 14, 1685, in a manner 
which I am unwilling to mention. Having been 
compelled by his necessities to contract debts, and 
hunted, as is supposed, by the terriers of the law* 
he retired to a public house on Tower-hill wha^ 
he is said to have died of want ; or, as it is related by 
one of his biographers, by swallowing, after a long 
fast, a piece of bread which charity had suppUed. He 
went out, as is reported, almost naked, in the rage of 
hunger, and, finding a gentleman in a neighboiuing 
cofTee-houe, asked him for a shilling. The gentleman 
gave him a guinea ; and Otway going away bought 
a roll, and was choaked with the first mouthful. 
All this, I hope, is not true ; and there is this ground 
of better hope, that Pope, who lived near enough 
to be well informed, relates in Spence's Memorials, 
that he died of a fever caught by violent pursuit of 
a thief that had robbed one of his friends. But, 
that indigence, and its concomitants, sorrow and 
despondency, pressed hard upon him, has never 
been denied, whatever immediate cause might bring 
him to the grave. 

Of the poems which the present collection admits, 
the longest is the Poet's Complaint of his 3Iuse, part 
of which I do not understand ; and in that which 
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18 leM obscure I find little to commencL The lan- 
guage is often gross, and the numbers are harsh. 
Otway had not much cultivated versification, nor 
much replenished his mind with general knowledge. 
His principal power was in moving the passions, to 
which Dryden ^ in his latter years left an illustrious 
testimony. He appears by some of his verses to 
have been a zealous royalist, and had what was in 
those times the common reward of loyalty ; he lived 
and died neglected. 

* In his preface to Fresnoy'i Art of Painting, 
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lliDMimj> Waixeb wbs bom on the $d of Mtt^ck 
16&S, at Colshill in Hertfordshire. His faUier was 
Robert Waller^ Esquire of Agmondeidiaiii in Btick- 
ingfaami^re, whose &mily was originally a branch 
of the Kentidh WaUers ; and his mothw was the 
daug^bter of John Hampden of Hampden in the 
saiae ooiuitry, and sister to Ham^pden the zealot of 



His firther died while he was yet an in&nt, but 

left him an yeariy income of diree thousand ^ye 

bundled pounds; which, rating together the vi^«e 

of money and the customs of life, we may reckon 

more tiian equivalent to ten tibouaand at the present 

time. 
He was educated, by the care of his mother, at 

£atx)n ; and repMwed afterwards to King's College 
in Cambridge. He was sent to parliament in his 
eighteenth, if not in his sixteenth year, and fre- 
quented the court of James the Fii^st, where he 
heard a very ronarkaUe conversation, which the 
writer df the Life prefixed to his Works, who seems 
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to have been well informed of facts, though he may 
sometimes err in chronology, has delivered as indu- 
bitably certain. — 

" He found Dr Andrews, bishop of Winchester, 
" and Dr Neale, bishop of Durham, standing be- 
" hind his majesty's chair ; and there happened 
" something extraordinary, continues this writer, 
" in the conversation those prelates had with the 
" king, on which Mr Waller did often reflect His 
" majesty asked the bishops. My lords, cannot I 
** take my subjects' money when I want it, without 
** all this formality of parliament ? The bishop of 
** Durham readily answered, Gk)d forbid, sir, but 
•• you should : you are the breath of our nostrils* 
** Whereupon the king turned and said to the bi- 
shop of Winchester, Well, my lord, what say 
you ? Sir, replied the bishop, I have no skill 
to judge of parliamentary cases. The king an- 
swered. No put-offs, my lord ; answer me pre- 
sently. Then, sir, said he, I think • it is lawful 
•* for you to take my brother Neale*s money ; for 
** he offers it. Mr Waller said the company was 
^ pleased with this answer, and the wit of it seemed 
** to affect the king ; for, a certain lord coming in 
•' soon after, his majesty cried out. Oh, my lord 
" they say you lig with my lady. No, sir, says 
his lordship in confusion ; but I like her com ^ 
pany, because she has so much wit. Why then, 
says the king, do you not lig with my lord of 
*' Winchester there ?" 

Waller's political and poetical life began nearly 
together. In his eighteenth year he wrote the 
poem that appears 6rst in his works, on the prince's 
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escape at St Andero ; a piece which justifies the 
observation made by one of his editors, that he at* 
tained, by a felicity like instinct, a style which per- 
haps will never be obsolete ; and that, " were we 
" to judge only by the wording, we could not know 
** what was wrote at twenty, and what at fourscore.'' 
His versification was, in his first essay, such as it 
appears in his last performance. By the perusal of 
Fairfax's translation of Tasso, to which, as Dryden 
relates, he confessed himself indebtedfor the smooth- 
ness of his numbers, and by his own nicety of ob- 
servatimi, he had already formed such % system of 
metrical harmony as he never afterwards much 
needed, or much endeavoured, to improve. Denham 
corrected his numbers by experience, and gained 
ground gradually upon the ruggedness of his age ; 
but what was acquired by Denham was inherited 
by Waller. 

The next poem, of which the sutgect seems to 
fix the time, is supposed by Mr Fenton to be the 
Address to the Queen, which he considers as congra- 
tulating hera nival, in Waller^s twentieth year. He 
is apparently mistaken ; for the mention of the na- 
tion's obligations to her frequent pregnancy proves 
that it was written when she had brought many chil- 
dren. We have therefore no date of any other poe* 
tical production before that which the murder of the 
duke of Buckingham occasioned; the steadiness 
with which the king received the news in the 
chapel, deserved indeed to be rescued fiK>m oblivion. 
Ndther of these pieces that seem to carry their 
own dates could have been the sudden efiusion of 
fancy. In the verses on the prince's escape, the 
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prediclioft of his maniage with tbe princeM oi' 
fVance must fa^e been written after the event ; i» 
the other, the [promises of the king^s kindness fa the 
descendants of Backingham^ which could not he 
properly praised tiOil it had appeared by its effeefc^ 
shew that time was taken for revision and improve^ 
ment It is not known that they were pubtisbed^^ 
till they appeared long afterwards with other poemi^ 

WaBer was not one of those idolaters of prtiM 
who cnltivate their minds at the expeiiee of thnr 
ftMftunes. Rich as he was by inheritance^ he to^ 
care ecffly to grow richer, by manying Mrs Banks^ 
a great heiress in tbeeity, whom the intefe A of the 
eotirt was employed to obtain for Mr Crofts. Ha- 
▼ing brought him a son, who died young* «id a 
daughter, who was afterwards maxriled ta Mr Dor- 
mer of Oxfordshire, she died in diildbed^ itfld left 
him a widower of about five-and-twenty, gay and 
wealthy, to please himself with another manriagv. 

Being too yoimg to reskt beauty, and probably 
to^ Tain to t^ink himself re«»tible, he &cedr his 
heart, perhaps half fondly and half aaibitioaslyi 
upon the lady Dorothea Sidney, eldest daii^bter of 
the earl of Leicester,^ whom he courted by all the 
poetry in which Sadwrissa is eelelnated ; the name 
is derived from the Latin appellaticm of sngar, and 
impfies, if it mews any things a spirttlesa raildness^ 
and dull good^natore, sueh as exeitea rather tender- 
ness than esteem> and such as, thbu^' alwi^s treated 
with kindness, is never hcmoured or actoyred. 

Yet he describes Saehanssa as a aublime predo* 
minating beavity, of lofty diarms^ abd imperious in- 
fluence, on whom he looks witb amaaement ratbev 
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than fondness, whose chams he wishes, though m 
Ysn, to break, and whose presence is'^wine that u>» 
flames to madness. 

His acquaintance with this high-bom dame gave 
wit no opportunity of boasting its influence ; she 
was not to be subdued by the powers of verse, 
but rejected his addresses, it is said, with disdain, 
and drove him away to solace his disappoint- 
ment with Amoret or Phillis. She married in 
1639 the earl of Sunderland, who died at New- 
berry in the king's cause; and in her old age^ 
meeting somewhere with WaHer, asked him, whea 
he would again write such verses upon her ; ^< When 
you are as young, madam," said he, ** and as hand^ 
some as you were then.** 

In this part of his life it was that he was known 
to Clarendon, among the rest of the men who 
wore eminent in that age for genius and literature ; 
but known so little to his advantage, that they who 
read his character will not much condemn Sacharia^ 
sa, that she did not descend from her rank to 
his embraces, not think every excellence comprised 
in wit 

The lady was, indeed, inexorable : but his im- 
common qualifications, though they had no power 
upon her, recommended him to the scholars and 
statesmen ; and undoubtedly many beauties of thit 
time, however they might receive his love, were 
pnmd ci his pndses. Who they were^ whom lie 
dignifi^ with poetical names, cannot now be known. 
Amoret, according to Mr Fenton, was the lady 
Sophia Murray. Perhaps by traditions preserved in 
families more may be discovered. 
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From the verses written at Penshurst, it has been 
collected that he diverted his disappointment by a 
voyage ; and his biographers, from his poem on the 
Whales, think it not improbable that he visited the 
Bermudas ; but it seems much more likely that he 
should amuse himself with forming an imaginary 
scene, than that so important an incident as a visit 
to America, should have been left floating in con- 
jectural probability. 

From his twenty-eighth to his thirty-fifth year» 
he wrote his pieces on the Reduction of Sallee ; oa 
the Reparaticm of St Pauls ; to the king on his 
Navy; the panegyric on the Queen Mother; the 
two poems to the earl of Northumberland; and 
perhaps others, of which the time cannot be dis- 
covered. 

When he had lost all hopes of Sacharissa, he look- 
ed round him for an easier conquest, and gained a 
lady of the family of Bresse, or Breaux. The time 
•of his marriage is not exactly known. It has not 
been discovered that his wife was won by his poetry ; 
nor is any thing told of her, but that she brought 
him many children. He doubtless praised some 
whom he would have been afraid to marry, and 
perhaps married one whom he would ^ave been 
aahamed to praise. Many qualities contribute to 
domestic happiness, upon which poetry has no 
colours to bestow ; and many airs and sallies may 
delight imagination, which he who flatters them 
never can approve. There are channs made only 
for distant admiration. No spectacle is nobler than 
a blaze. 
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Of this wife^ his biographers have recorded that 
she gave him five sons and eight daughters. 

During the long interval of parliament, he is re- 
presented as living among those with whotn it was 
most honourable to converse, and enjoying an exu^- 
berant fortune, with that independence, and liberty 
of speech and conduct which wealth ought always 
to produce. He was however considered as the kins- 
man of Hampden, and was therefore supposed by 
the courtiers not to favour them. 

When the parliament was called in 1640, it ap- 
peared that Waller's political character had not been 
mistaken. The king's demand of a supply, pro- 
duced one of those noisy speeches which disaffection 
and discontent regularly dictate : a speech filled 
with h3rperbolical complaints of imaginary grievan- 
ces : ** They," says he, " who think themselves al- 
ready undone, can never apprehend themselves 
in danger ; and they who have nothing left, can 

never give freely." Political truth is equally in 
danger from the pitdses of courtiers, and the excla- 
mations of patriots. 

He then proceeds to rail at the clergy, being sure 
at that time of a favourable audience. His tc^MC 
is such as will always serve its purpose ; an accusa- 
tion of acting and preaching only for preferment ; 
and he exhorts the commons carefully to provide 
for then' protection againist pulpit law. 

It always gratifies curiosity to trace a sentiment 
Waller has in his speech quoted Hooker in one pas- 
sage ; and in another has copied him without quo- 
ting. ** Religion,'* says Waller, " ought to be the 
^* first thing in our purpose and desires ; but that 
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*« which is fiht in dignity is hot always to precede 
'^ in order oi time ; for well-being supposes a be- 
*^ ing ; and the first impediment which men natu- 
*f rally endeavour to remchre, is the want cff thdte 
*< things without which they cannot subsist. God 
** first assigned unto Adam maintenance of lifb» and 
^ gave lum a title to the rest of the creatures before 
<* he appointed a law to observe.'' 

^* God first assigned Adam/' says itooker, *^main^ 
'' tenance of life, and then appointed him a law to 
** observe. — ^True it is that the kingdom of God 
^ must b6 the first thing ill our purpose and desires ; 
*^ but inasmuch as a righteous life presupposeth life, 
** inasmuch as to live virtuously it is impossible, 
•^ except we live ; therefore the first impediment 
'< which naturally we endeavour to remove is pen^ 
'* ury, and want of things without which wk cannot 
^ live.'' B. i. S 9; 

The sfieech is vehement t but the great position, 
that grievances ought to be redressbd before supplies 
are granted, is agreeable enough to law and reason : 
nor was Waller, if his biographer may be credited 
such an enemy to the king, as not to wish his dis- 
tresses lightened ; for he relates, ** that the king 
<* sent particularly to Waller, to second his demand 
** of some subsidies to pay ofi* the army ; and Sir 
•* Henry Vane objecting against first voting a sup- 
*^ ply, because the king would not accept unless it 
** came up to his proportion, Mr Waller spoke ear- 
** nestly to Sir Thomas Jermyn, comptroller of the 
<* household, to save his master from the effects of 
•* so bcdd a falsity ; * for,' he said, * I am but a coun* 
^ try gentleman, and cannot pretend to know the 
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kii^s mind :^ but Sir Thomas dm*st not contradict 

the secretary ; and his son, the earl of St Albans^ 
** afterwards told Mr Waller that his father's oow- 
*' ardice ruined the king.** 

In the long parliament, which, unhappily for 
the nation, met Nov. S, 1640, Waller represented 
Agmondesham the third time ; and was considered' 
by the discontented party as a man suifidently 
trusty and acrimonious to be employed in managing 
the prosecution of Judge Crawley, for his opinion 
in favour of ship-money ; and his speech shewir 
that he did not disappoint their expectations. He 
was^ probably the more ardent, as his uncle Hamp-* 
den had been particularly engaged in the dispute 
and, by a sentence which seems generally to be 
thought unconstitutional, particularly injured. 

He was not however a bigot to his party, nor 
adopted all their opinions. When the great ques- 
tion, whether episcopacy ought to be abolished, 
was debated, he spoke against the innovation so 
coolly, so reasonably, and so firmly, that it is not 
without great injury to his name that his speech^ 
which was as follows, has been hitherto omitted in 
his works : 

♦ " There is no doubt but the sense of what this 
nation had suffered from the present bishops hath 
produced these complaints ; and the apprehensions 

<* men have of suffering the like in time to come^ 
** make so many desire the taking away of episco^ 
^* pacy : but I conceive it is possible that we May 

■ ■ 

* This speech has been retrieved, from a paper printed at that 
tjme^ by the writers of the Parliamentary History* 
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** not now take a right measure of the minds of 
" the people by their petitions ; for, when they sub- 
*[ scribed them, the bishops were armed with a dan- 
<^ gerous commission of making new canons, im- 
*• posing new oaths, and the like ; but now we 
" have disarmed them of that power. These peti- 
'^ tioners lately did look upon episcopacy as a beast 
** armed with horns and daws ; but now that we 
^ have cut and pared them (and may, if we see 
" cause, yet reduce it into narrower bounds), it may, 
^* perhaps, be more agreeable. Howsoever, if they 
'^ be still in passion, it becomes us soberly to consid- 
" er the right use and antiquity thereof; and not 
^* to comply further with a general desire, than may 
<* stand with a general good. 

^* We have already shewed, that episcopacy and 
" the evils thereof are mingled like water and oil ; 

we have also, in part, severed them ; but I believe 

you will find, that our laws and the present go- 
•• vemment of the church are mingled like wine 
*< and water ; so inseparable, that the abrogation of 
*' at least a hundred of our laws is desired in these 
" petitions. I have often heard a noble answer of 
" the lords, commended in this house, to a proposition 
" of like nature, but of less consequence ; they gave 
'^ no other reason of their refusal but this, nolumics 
" mtUare leges AngUce : it was the bishops who so 
'^ answered then ; and it would become the dignity 
^ and wisdom of this house to answer the people, 
** now, with a nolumus mittare. 

" I see some are moved with a number of hands 
" against the bishops ; which, I confess, rather in- 
" clines me to their defence ; for I look upon epis- 
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<' copacy as a counterscarp, or out-work ; which, if 
'' it be taken by this assault of the people, and, 
withal, this mystery once revealed, that we itaust 
deny them nothing when they ask it thus in 
troops, we may, in the next place, have as hard a 
^* task to defend our property, as we have lately had 
to recover it from the prerogative. If, by multi- 
plying hands and petitions, they prevail for an 
equality in things ecclesiastical, the next demand 
perhaps may be lea? agraria^ the like equality in 
things temporal. 

The Roman story tells us, That when the 
*^ people began to flock about the senate, and were 
** more curious to direct and know what was done, 
** than to obey, that commonwealth soon came to 
" ruin : there legem rogare grew quickly to be a 
legem ferre : and after, when their legicxis had 
found that they could make a dictator, they never 
** sufiered the senate to have a voice any more in 
'< such election. 

If these great innovations proceed, I shall ex- 
pect a flat and level in learning too, as well as in 
** church-preferments : honos alit artes. And though 
** it be true, that grave and pious men do study for 
** learning-sake, and embrace virtue for itself; yet it 
^ is as true that youth, which is the season wh^n 
*^ leartiing is gotten, is not without ambition ; nor 
*^ will ever take pains to excel in any thing, when 
<< there is not some ftbpe of excelling others in re- 
*^ ward and dignity. 

'' There are two reasons chiefly all^;ed against 
** our church-government : 
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'' first, Smpture, whM^.ns j^ome men tbink^ 
'< pcHiits out another fomu 

^ Second, The abuses o£ the (mesent superiors. 

'' For scripture, I will not dispute it in this place; 
*^ but I am confident that, whenever an equal divi- 
^^aion of lands and goods shall be desired, there will 
<< be as many places in scripture found out whidi 
^seem to favour that, as there are now alleged a* 
<^ gainst the prelacy or preferment of the church. 
** And, as for abuses, where you are now in the re- 
" monstrance told what this and that poor man hath 
^ fu^Tered by the bishops, you . may be presented 
^ with a thousand instances a[ poor men that have 
** received hard measure from their landlords ; and 
^ of worldly goods abused, to the injury of others, 
^* and disadvantage of the owners. 

^* And therefore, Mr Speaker, my humUe motion 
^ is, that we may settle men's minds herein ; and, 
^* by a question, declare our resolution, to reform, < 
" that is, not to abolish episcopacy." 

It cannot but be wished, that he who could speak 
in this manner, had been able to act with spirit and 



When tiie commons began to set the royal autho- 
rity at open defiance, Waller is said to have with*- 
dmwn from the house, and to have returned with 
tile king's permission ; and, when the king set up 
his standard, he sent him a thousand broad-{Heces; 
He continued, however, to sit in the rebellious con- 
venticle ; but ** spoke,"- says Clarendon, " with great 
^ sharpness and freedom, which, now there was no 
'* danger of being outvoted, was not restrained ; 
^ and therefore used as an argum^t against those 
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*^ who wefre gone upon piretence that they were not 
*' sufiered to deliver thehr oplnkm freely in the house, 
'< which could not be believed^ whefl M men knew 

what liberty Mr Wcdler took, and spoke every 

day with impunity against the sefistef and pfdoeed^ 
" ings of the house.** 

Wall^, as he continued to sit^ was one of the 
commissioners nomiliated by the parliament to ti'esi 
with the king at Oxford ; and when they were pi^ 
sented, the king said to him, ^ Though you aM 
'* the last, you are not the lowest nor the leart in 
*^ my favour'.** Whitlock, who, being another oj 
the commissioners, was witness of this kindneA^ 
imputes it to the king's knowledge of the pklt, Ki 
which Waller appeared afterwards to have been en 
gaged against the parliament Fenton, with equiA 
probability, believes that this attempt to promote 
the royal cause arose from his sensibility of the 
king's tenderness. Whitlock says nothing of hib 
behaviour at Oxford: he was sait with sevei^ 
others to add pomp to the commission, but was 
not one of those to whom the trust of treating was 
imparted. 

The engagement, known by the name of WaHeif s 
plot, was soon afterwards discovered. Walter had # 
brother-in-law, Tomkyns, who was derk of the 
queen's council, and at the same time had a very 
numerous acquaintance, and great influence, in Hie 
city. Waller and he, conversing with greart coi»i(- 
dence, told both their own secrets and those of the^ 
friends; and, surveying tiie wide extent dP thirir 
convei^tion, imagined that they found in the mago^ 
rity of all ranks great disappx>batioBof the violence 
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of the commons, and unwillingness to continue tite 
war. They knew that many favoured the king^ 
whose fear concealed their loyalty ; and many de^ 
9ked peace, though they durst not oppose the cla- 
mour for war ; and they imagined that, if those who 
had these good intentions could be informed oi theiir 
own strength, and enabled by intelligence to act 
together, they might overpower the fury of sedition, 
by refusing to comply with the ordinance for the 
twentieth part, and the other taxes levied for the 
support of the rebel army, and by uniting great 
numbers in a petition for peace. They proceeded 
with great caution. Three only met in one place, 
and no man was allowed to impart the plot to more 
than two others ; so that, if any should be suspected 
or seized, more than three could not be endangered. 
Lord Conway joined in the design, and Claren- 
don imagines, incidentally mingled, as he was a 
adidier, some martial hopes or projects, which how- 
ever were only mentioned, the main deiugn being to 
bring the loyal inhabitants to the knowledge of 
each other ; for which purpose there was to be i^ 
pointed one in every district, to distinguish the 
friends of the king, the adherents to the parliament, 
and the neutrals. How far they proceeded does 
not appear ; the result of their enquiry, as Pym de- 
dared*, was, that within the walls, for one that was 
for the royalists, there were three against them ; but 
that without the walls, for one that was against 
them, there were five for them. Whether this was 
said from knowledge or guess, was perhaps never en- 
quired. 
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* 

It is the opinion of Clarendon, that in Waller^s 
plan no violence or sanguinary resirtanoe was com* 
prised ; that he intended only to abate the con& 
dence of the rebels by pubhc declarations, and to 
weaken their power by an opposition to new sup- 
plies. This, in calmer times, and more than this, 
is done without fear ; but such was the acrimony of 
the commons, that no method of obstructing them 
was safe. 

About this time another design was. formed by 
Sir Nicholas Crispe, a man of loyalty that deserves 
perpetual rememlmmce : when he was a merchant 
in the city, he gave and procured the king, in his 
exig^ides, an hundred thousand pounds; and, 
when he was driven from the Exchange, raised a 
refpment, and commanded it 

Sir Nicholas flattered himself with an opinion, 
that some provocation would so mudi exasperate, 
or some opportunity so much encourage, the king's 
friends in the dty, that they would break out in 
open resistance, and would then want only a law- 
ful standard, and an autliorised commander ; and 
extorted fitim the king, whose judgment too fre- 
quently yielded to importunity, a commiasi^Hi of 
ahray, directed to such as he thought proper to 
nominate, which was sent to London by the lady 
Aubigney. She knew not what she carried, but 
was to deliver it on the communication of a certain 
token which Sir Nicholas imparted. 

This commission could be only intended to lie 
leady till the time should require it To have at- 
tempted to raise any forces, would have been cer- 
tain destruction ; it could be of use only when the 
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forces shquld i^pear. This was, however^ aii act 
|M-eparatof7 ta martial hostility. Crispe would un- 
doubtedly have put an end to the session of parii»- 
ment, had his strength been equAl to his zeal : and 
out of the design of Crispe, which involved very 
litde danger, and that of Waller, which was an act 
purely civil, they cximpounded a horrid and dread- 
ful plot 

The discovery of Waller's design is variously ie» 
lated. In .Clarendon's History it is told, that a 
servant of Tomkyns, lurking behind the hangings 
when his master was in conference with Waller, 
heard enough to qualify him for an informer, and 
carried bis intelligence to Pym. A manuscript, 
quoted in the Lief of Waller, rehtes, that ** he 
^^ was betrayed by his sister Price, and her presbyte- 
rian chaplidn Mr Groode, who stole some of his 
papers ; and, if he had not strangely dreamed the 
night before, that his sister had betrayed him, and 
'* thereupon burnt the rest of his papers by the fire 
'< that was in his chimney, he had certainly lost has 
''lifebyit" The question cannot be dedded. It 
is not unreasonable to believe thaf the men in 
power, receiving intelligence from the sbter, would 
employ the servant of Tomkyns to listen at the 
conference, that they might avoid an act so offen* 
sive as that of destroying the brother by the sister's 
testimony. 

The plot was puldished in the most terrific man- 
ner. 

On the 81st of May (1648,) at a solemn fest, 
when they wer^ Bstening to the sermon, a messen- 
ger entered the diurch, and communicated his er- 
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rand to Pym, who whispered it to others that were 
plaoed near hiip^ and then went with them out of 
the churdi, kaving the rest in solicitude ami amaae* 
ment. They immediately sent guards to proper 
places, and that night apprehended Tomkynsand 
Waller ; having yet traced nothing but that letters 
had been intercepted, from which it appears that 
the parliament and the dty were soon to be deh- 
vered into the hands of the cavaliers. 

They perhaps yet knew little thanselves, beyond 
some general and indistinct notices. *^ But Wsdler,^ 
sa3r8 Clarendon, '^ was so confounded with fear, that 
<< he confessed whatever he had heard, said, thou^t; 
^ or seen ; all that he knew of himself and all that 
^ he su^)ected of others, without cc^ioealing any 
^^ person of wh||t degree or quality soever, oar any 
^ discourse which he had ever upon any occasion 
«^ entertained with them ; what such and such ladies 
^ of great honour, to whom, upon the credit of his 
<' wit and great reputation, he had been admitted, 
<* hadq^oke tohim in their chambera upon the pro- 
** ceedings in the houses, and how they had encoH)- 
^ raged him to oppose them ; what correspondencie 
** and intercourse they had with some ministers of 
** state at Oxford, and how they had conveyed all 
*^ intelligence thither." He accused the earl of 
Portland and Liord Conway as cooperating in the 
transaction, and testified that the earl of Northum^ 
berland had declared himself disposed in favour of 
any attempt that might check the violence of the 
parliament, and reconcile them to the king. 

He undoubtedly confessed much which they 
coidd never have discovered, and perhaps somewhat 
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which they would wish to have been suppressed ; 
for it is inconvenient, in the conflict of fiurticms, to 
'have that disaffection known which cannot safely 
be punished. 

Tomkyns was seized on the same night with 
Waller, and appears likewise to have partaken of 
his cowardice; for he gave notice of CMspe's commis* 
si<m of array, of which Clarendon never knew how 
it was discovered. Tomkyns had been sent with 
the token appointed, to demand it from Lady Au- 
bigney, and had buried it in his garden, where, by 
his direction, it was dug up; and thus the rebels 
obtained, what Clarendon confesses them to have 
had, the original copy. 

It can raise no wonder that they formed one plot 
out o[ these two designs, however r^ote frt)m each 
other, when they saw the same agent employed in 
both, and found the commission of array in the 
hands of him who was employed in collecting the 
opinions and affections of the people. 

Of the plot, thus combined, they took care tomake 
the most. They sent Pym among the citizens, to tell 
them of their imminent danger, and happy escape ; 
and inform them, that the design was, ^ to seize the 
'^ lord mayor and all the committee of militia, and 
« would not spare one of them." They drew up a 
vow and covenant, to be taken by every member of 
either house, by which he declared Ins detestation 
of all conspiracies against the parliament, and his 
resolution to detect and oppose them. They then 
appointed a day of thanksghring for this wonderful 
delivery ; which shut out, says Clar^idon, all doubts 
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whether there had been such a deliverance, and 
whether the plot was real or fictitious. 

On June 11^ the earl of Portland and Lord Con- 
way were committed, one to the custody of the 
mayor, and the other of the sheriff : but their lands 
and goods were not siezed. 

Waller was still to immerse himself deeper in ig- 
nominy. The earl of Portland and Lord Conway 
denied the charge ; and there was no evidence a- 
gainst them but the confession of Waller, of which 
undoubtedly many would be inclined to question 
the veracity. With these doubts he was so much 
terrified, that he endeavoured to persuade Portland 
to a declaration like his own, by a letter extant in 
Fenton's edition. " But for me," says he, " you 
*\ had never known any thing of this business which 
was prepared for another ; and therefore I cannot 
imagine why you should hide it so far as to con- 
tract your own ruin by concealing it, and persist- 
ing unreasonably to hide that truth, which with- 
out you already is, and will every day be made 
more manifest. Can you imagine yourself bound 
^ in honour to keep that secret, which is already 
^ revealed by another ? or possible it should still be 
^ a secret, which is known to one of the other sex? 
** — If you persist to be cruel to yourself for their 
'* sakes who deserve it not, it will nevertheless be 
'^ made appear, ere long, I fear, to your ruin. Sure- 
«* ly, if I had the happiness to wait on you, I could 
*<move you to compassionate both yourself and 
^ me, who, desperate as my case is, am desirous to 
«( die with the honour of being known to have de- 
'* clared the truth. You have no reason to attempt 
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"^ to hide what is ak'^ady revealed — ^inamsiderate- 
" ly to throw away yourself, for the interest of 
** others, to whom you are less obliged than yott are 
" aware of.** 

This persuasion seems to have had little effect 
Portland sent (June 29) a letter to the lords, to 
tell them, that he " is in custody, as he conceives, 
•* without any charge ; and that, by what Mr Wal- 
** ler hath threatened him with since he was impri* 
** soned, he doth apprehend a very cruel, long, and 
^ ruinous restraint : — He therefore prays, that he 
«* may not find the effects of Mr Waller's threats, by 
a long and close imprisonment; but may be 
speedily brought to a legal trial, and then he is 
** confident the vanity and falsehood of those infor- 
•* mations which have been given against hun will 
^ appear.** 

In consequence of this letter, the lords ordered 
Portland and Waller to be confronted ; when the 
one repeated his charge, and the other his deniaL 
The examination of the plot being continued (July 
1), Thinn, usher of the house of lords, deposed, 
that Mr Waller having had a conference with the 
lord Portland in an upper room. Lord Portland 
said, when he came down, " Do me the fkvour to 
tell my lord Northumberland, that Mr Waller 
has extremely pressed me to save my own life and 
his, by throwing the blame upon the lord Con- 
way and the earl of Northumberland.** 
Waller, in his letter to Portland, tells him of the 
reasons which he could urge with resistless efficacy 
in a personal conference ; but he over-rated his owil 
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; his vehemence, whether of persuasion or 
entreaty, was returned with contempt. 

One of his arguments with Portland is, that the 
plot is ah^ady known to a woman. This woman 
Was doubtless Lady Aubigney« who, upon this oc- 
casion, was committed to custody ; but who, in re- 
ality, when she delivered the commission, knew not 
What it was. 

The parliament then proceeded against the con-t 
Spirators, and committed their trial to a council of 
war. Tomkyns and Chaloner were hanged near 
their own doors. Tomkyns, when he came to die^ 
said it was a foolish business ; and indeed there 
seems to have been no hope that it should <»capef 
discovery ; for, thoiigh never more than three met 
at a time, yet a design so extensive must by neces- 
sity be communicated to many who could not be 
expected to be all faithful, and all prudent. Cha- 
loner was attended at his execution by Hugh Peters. 
His crime was, that he had commission to raise 
money for the king ; but it appears not that the 
money was to be expended upcm the advancement 
of either Crispe's or Waller's plot. 

The earl of Northumberland, being too great for 
prosecution, was only once examined before the 
lords. The earl of Portland and Lord Conway, 
persisting to deny the charge, and no testimony 
but Waller's yet appearing against them, were, after 
a long imprisonment, admitted to bail. Hassel, the 
king's messenger, who carried the letters to Oxford, 
died the night before his trial. Hampden escaped 
death, perhaps by the interest of his ftmily ; but 

was kept in prison to the end of his life* They 
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whose names were inserted in the commission of 
array were not capitally pmiished, as it could not 
be proved that they had consented to their own no- 
mination ; but they were considered as malignants, 
and their estates were seized. 

"Waller, though confessedly," says Clarendon, 
^ the most guilty, with incredible dissimulation, af- 
" fected such a remorse of conscience, that his trial 
was put off, out of christian compassion, till he 
might recover his understanding." What use he 
made of this interval, with what liberality and sue* 
cess he distributed flattery and money, and how, 
when he was bix)ught (July 4) before the house, 
he confessed and lamented, and submitted and im- 
plored, may be read in the history of the rebellion, 
B. vii. The speech to which Clarendon ascribes 
the preservation of his dear-bought life, is inserted 
in his works. The great historian, however, seems 
to have been mistaken in relating that he prevailed 
in the principal part of his supplication, not to be 
tried by a council of war ; for, according to Whit- 
lock, he was by expulsion from the house abandon- 
ed to the tribunal which he so much dreaded, and, 
being tried and condemned, was reprieved by Es- 
sex ; but after a year's imprisonment, in which time 
resentment grew less acrimonious, paying d fine <^ 
ten thousand pounds, he was permitted to recollect 
himself in another country. ' 

Of his behaviour in this part of his life, it is not 
necessary to direct the reader's opinion. " Let us 
•• not," says his last ingenious biographer, *• condemn 
him with untempered severity, because he was 
not a prodigy which the world hath seldom seen, 
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<' because his chaaraeter included not the poet, the 
''orator, and the hero/' 

• For the place of his exile he chose France, and 
stayed some time at Roan, where his daughter Mar- 
garet was bom, who was afterwards his fevourite, 
and his amanuensis. He then removed to Paris, 
where he lived with great splendour and hospita* 
lity ; and from time to time amused himself with 
poetry, in which he sometimes speaks of the rebels, 
and their usulpation, in the natural language of an 
honest man. 

At last it became necessary, for his support, to 
sell his wife's jewels ; and being reduced, as he said, 
at last to the rutnp-jewel, he solicited from Crom- 
well permission to return, and obtained it by the 
interest of colonel Scroop, to whom his sister was 
married. Upon the remains of a fortune which the 
danger of his life had very much diminished, he liv- 
ed at Hallbam, a house built by himself very near 
to Beaconsfield, where his mother resided. His 
liother, though related to Cromwell and Hampden, 
was zealous for the royal causey and, when Cromwell 
visited her, used to reproach him ; he, in return, 
would throw a napkin at her, and say he would not 
dispute with his aunt ; but finding in time that she 
acted for the king, as well as talked, he made her a 
prisoner to her own daughter, in her own house. 
If he would do any thing, he could not do less. 

CromweU, now protector, received Waller, as his 
kinsman, to familiar conversation. Waller, as he 
used to relate, found him sufficiently versed in an- 
cient history; and when any of his enthusiastic 
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friends came to advise or consult him, could some- 
times overhear him discoursing in the cant of the 
times : but, when he returned, he would say, ^ Cou- 
'* sin Waller, I must talk to these men in their own 
<< way ;** and resumed the common style of conver-* 
sation. 

He repaid the protector for his favours (1654) by 
the famous panegyric, which has been always con- 
sidered as the first of his poetical producti(»is. His 
choice of encomiastic topics is very judicious ; for 
he considers Cromwell in his exaltation, without en* 
quiring how he attained it ; there is consequently 
no mention of the rebel or the regidde. All the 
former part of his heroes life is veiled with shades ; 
and nothing is brought to view but the chief, the 
governor, the defender of England's honour, and 
the enlarger of her dominion. The act of violence 
by which he obtained the supreme power is lightly 
treated, and decently justified* It was certainly to 
be de^ed that the detestable band should be dis- 
solved, which had destroyed the church, murdereii 
the king, and filled the nation with tumult and op- 
pression ; yet Cromwell had not the right of dissol- 
ving them, for all that he had before done could be 
justified only by supposing them invested with law- 
ful authority. But combinations of wickedness 
would overwhelm the world by the advantage 
which licentious principles afford, did not those 
who have long practised perfidy, grow faithless to 
eadi other. 

In the poem on the war with Spain, are some pas- 
sages at least equal to the best parts of the panegy- 
ric ; and, in the conclusion, the poet ventures yet 
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a higher flight of ftittery, by recommending royalty 
to Cromwell and the nation. Cromwell was very 
desirous, as appears fix>m his conyersation, related 
by Whitlock, of adding the title to the poWer of 
monarchy, and is supposed to have been with-held 
fiom it, partly by fear of the army, and partly by 
fear of the laws, which, when he should govern by 
the name of king, would have restrained his autho- 
rity. When, therefore, a deputation was solemnly 
sent to invite him to the crown, he, after a long con- 
ference, refused it ; but is said to have fainted in his 
edach when he parted from theip. 

The poem on the death of the protector seems to 
have been dictated by real veneration for his memo- 
ry. Dryden and Sprat wrote on the same occasion ; 
but they were young men, struggling into notice, 
und hoping for some favour from the ruling party. 
Waller had little to expect ; he had received no- 
thing but his pardon from Cromwell, and was not 
likely to ask any thing fit)m those whq should suc- 
ceed him. 

Soon altowards the restoration suppli^ him 
wkh another sutgect ; and he exerted his imagin- 
ation, his elegance, and his melody, with equal ala- 
crity, for Charles the Second. It is not possibly to 
read without some oontempt and indignation, poems 
of the same authort ascribing the highest degree of 
pmoer and piety to Charles the First, then transfer- 
ring the ^xae power zxi^ piety to Oliver Cromwell; 
now inviting Oliver to take the crown, and then 
congratulating Charles the Second on his recovered 
right. Neither Cromwell nor Charles could yalue 
his testimony as the effect of convictiim^ at receive 
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his praises as effusions of t^verencie ; they could con* 
sider them but as the labour of invention, and the 
tribute of dependence. 

Poets, indeed, profess fiction ; but the le^timate 
end of fiction is the conveyance of truth ; and he 
that has flattery ready for all whom the vicissitudes 
of the world happen to exalt, must be scorned as a 
prostituted mind, that may retain the glitter of wi^ 
but has lost the dignity of virtue. 

The congratulation was considered as inferior m 
poetical merit to the panegyric ; and it is reported^ 
that, when the king told Waller of the disparity, he 
answered, '^ poets, sir, succeed better in fiction than 
^ m truth.** 

The congratulation is indeed not inferior to die 
panegyric, either by decay of genius, or for want of 
diligence ; but because Cromwell had done much, 
and Charles had done little. Cromwell wanted no- 
thing to raise him to heroic excellence but virtue ; 
and virtue his poet thought himself at fiberty to 
supply. Charles had yet only the merit of strug- 
gling without success, and suffering without des- 
pair. A life of escapes and indigence could supply 
poetry with no splendid images. 

In the first parliament summoned by Charles the 
Second (March 8, 1661,) Waller sat for Hastings in 
Sussex, and ^rved for different places in all the 
parliaments of that reign. In a time when fancy 
and gaiety were the most powefrfiil recommenda- 
lions to regard, it is not likely that Waller was for- 
gotten. He passed his time in the company that 
was highest, both in rank and wit, fitim which even 
his obstinate sobriety did not exclude him. yThough 
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he drank water, he was enabled by his fertility of 
mind to h^hten the mirth of bacchanalian assem- 
blies ; and Mr Saville said, that '^ no man in £ng- 
** land should keep him company without drinking 
^•but Ned Waller." 

The praise ^ven him by St Evermond is a proof 
of his reputation ; for it was only by his reputation 
that he could be kno¥m, as a writer, to a man who, 
though be lived a great part of a long life upon an 
English pension, never condescended to understand 
the language of the nation that maintained him. 
In parliament, *^ he was,'' says Burnet, '' the de- 
light of the house, and, though old, said the live- 
liest things of any among them." This, however, 
18 said in his account of the year seventy-five, when 
Waller was only seventy. His name as a speaker 
occurs often in Grey's collections ; but I have found 
no extracts that can be more quoted as exhibiting 
sallies of gaiety than cogency of argument. 

He was of such consideration, that his remarks 
were circulated and recorded. When the duke of 
York's influence was high, both in Scotland and 
England, it drew, says Burnet, a lively reflection 
from Waller, the celebrated wit He said, '^ the 
^ house of commons had resolved that the duke 
^* should not reign after the king's death ; but the 
** king« in opposition to them, had resolved that he 
^ should reign even in his life." If there appears no 
extraordinary liveliness in this remark, yet its recep- 
tion proves the speaker to have been a celebrated 
wit, to have had a name which the men of wit were 
proud of mentioning. 
He did not sufier his reputation to die gradually 
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away, which may easily happen in a long life, but 
renewed his claim to poetical distinction from time 
to time, as occasions were offered, either by public 
events or private incidents ; and contenting him- 
self with the influence of his muse, or loving quiet 
better than influence, he never accepted any office 
of magistracy. 

He was not, however, without some attention to 
his fortune ; . for he asked from the king (in 1665) 
the provostship of Eaton college, and obtained it ; 
but Clarendon refused to put the seal to the grant, 
alleging that it could be held only by a clergyman. 
It it known that Sir Henry Wotton qualified him- 
self for it by deacon's orders. 

To this opposition, the biegraphia imputes the 
violence and acrimony with which Waller joined 
Buckingham*^ faction in the prosecution of Claren-^ 
don« The motive was illiberal and dishonesty and 
shewed that more than sixty years had not been 
able to teach him morsdity. His accusation is 
such as conscience can hardly be supposed to dic^ 
tatcvwithout tiie help of malice: ^ We were to be 
'' governed by janizaries instead of parliaments, and 
'' are in danger from a worsp plot than that of the 
'' fifth of Noveriiber ; then if the lords and commons 
** had been destroyed; there had been a succession : 
" but here both had been destroyed for ever;" 
This is the language of a man who is glad of an 
opportunity to rail, and ready to sacrifice truth to 
interest at one time, and to ianger at another. 

A year after the chancellor's banishment; another 
vacancy gave him encouragement for another peti- * 
tion, which the king referred to the council^ who. 




WALLEE. 247 

after hearing the question argued by lawyers for 
Aree days^ determined that the office could be hdd 
only by a clerg3rman, according to the act of uni<* 
formity, since the provosts had always received in- 
stitution as fat a parsonage from the bishops of 
Lincoln. The king then said, he could not break 
the law which he had made; and Dr Zadiary 
Cradock, famous for a single sermon, at most for 
two sermons, was chosen by the feUows. 

That he asked any thing else is not known ; it 
is certain that he obtained nothing, though he con- 
tinued obsequious to the court through the rest of 
Charles's rdgn. 

At the acession of King James (1685) he was 
diosen for parliament, being then foiurscore, at Sal- 
tash in Cornwall; and wrote a Presage of the 
JiownfaU of the Turkish Empire, which he pre- 
sented to the king on his birth-day. It is remark- 
ed, by his commentator Fenton, that in reading 
Tasso he had early imbibed a veneration for the he- 
roes of the holy war, and a zealous enmity to the 
Turks, which never left him. James, however, ha- 
ving soon aft:er begun what he thought a holy war 
at home, made haste to put all molestiation of the 
Turks out of his power* 

James treated him with kindnessand familiarity, 
of which instances are given by the writer of his 
life. One day taking him into the closet, the king 
asked him how he liked one of the pictures : *^ My 

eyes,** said Waller ** are dim, and I do not know 

it** The king said it was the princess of Orange. 
** She is,'* said Waller, " like the greatest woman in 
«^ the world." The king asked who was that ? apd 
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WW answered^ Queen Elinbeth. ** I wonder,* said 
tlie king, ^ you should think so ; but I must oonfiBSS 
^ she had a wise counciL'' ^ And, sir," sqid Wal- 
ler, ^^did you ever know a {qkA chuse a wise mie?" 
Such is the stoiy, which I once heard of scmie other 
man. Pcnnted axioms, and acute iqpBes, fly loose 
about the world, and are asogned sucoessiYdy to 
those whom it may be the ftshion to celebrate. 

When the long knew that he was about to many 
his daughter to Dr Bircfa, a deigjrman, he oidered 
a French gentleman to tell him, fhat ^tfaeldng 
^ wondered he could liiink of marrjring his dau^^ 
"< ter to a felling church." ""The king," said Wal- 
kr, ** does me great honour, in taking notice of my 
^dmnestic afibirs ; but I have lived long enough to 
^ observe that this ftlling church has got a trick of 
<* rising again." 

He took notice to his firiends of the king's con- 
duct ; and said that ''he would be left like a whale 
^ up<m the strand." Whether he was pivy to any 
of the transactions which ended in the revolution 
is not known. His heir joined the prince of Or- 
ange. 

Having now attained an age beyond which die 
laws of nature seldom suffer life to be extended, 
otherwise than by a future state, he seems to have 
turned his mind upon preparation, for the dednve 
hour, and therefore consecrated his poetiy to devo- 
tion. It is pleadng to discover that his piety was 
without weakness ; that his intellectual powers con- 
tinued Tig<m>us ; and that the lines whidi,he ixfta- 
-fOB^ when he Jin- age could neither read n^ 
are not inlierior to the eSmaas <xf Ids youth. 
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Towards the decline of life» he bought a small 
bouse with a little land, at Coleshill ; and said, **he 
^ should be glad to die, like the stag, where he was 
^ roused*^ This, however, did not happ^i^ When 
he was at Beaconsfield he found his legs grow tu« 
mid : he went to Windsor, where Sir Charles Scar* 
borough then attended the king, and requested 
him, as both a friend and a physician, to tell him, 
what that swelUnff meant. ** Sir,** answered Scar* 
borough, ** your blood will run no longer.^ Wal* 
kr repeated some lines of Virgil, and went home 
to die. 

As the disease increased upon him, he composed 
himself for his departure; and calling upon Dr 
Birch to give him the holy sacrament, he desired his 
diildren to take it with him, and made an earnest 
declaration of his faith in Christianity. It now ap- 
peared what part of his conversation with the great 
could be remembered with delight. He related, 
that beiQg present when the duke of Bucking- 
ham talked profanely before Eang Charles, he said 
to him, ^^ My lord, I am a great deal older than 
<<your grace, and have, I believe, heard more 
^arguments for atheism than ever your grace 
^did; but I have lived long enough to^ see 
** there is nothing in them ; and so, I hope, your 
•• grace will.*' 

He died October 21, 1687, and was buried at 
Beaconsfield, with a monument erected by his 
son's executors, for which Rymer wrote the in 
•cripticH), and which I hope is now rescued firom 
dilapidation* 

He left several children by his second wife ; of 
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whom, his daughter was married to Dr Virch. 
Baijamine^ the eldest son, was disinherited, and sort 
to New Jersey, as wanting common understanding. 
Edmund, the second son, inherited the estate, and 
represented Agmondesham in parliament, but at 
last turned a Quaker. William, the third son, was a 
merchant in London. Stephen, the fourth, was an 
emineht doctor of laws, and one of the commis- 
sioners for the Union. There is said to have been 
a fifth, of whom no account has descended. 

The character of Waller, both moral and intel- 
lectual, has been drawn by Clarendon, to whom he 
was familiarly known, with nicety, which certainly 
none to whom he was not known can presume to 
emulate. It is therefore inserted here, with such 
remarks as others have supplied ; after which, no- 
tldng remains but a critical examination of his 
poetry. 

" Edmund Waller," says Clarendon, " was bom 
** to a very fair estate, by the parsimony or firugality 
^ of a wise father and mother : and he thought it so 
*' commendable an advantage, that he resolved to 
•« improve it with his utmost care, upon which in 
^* his nature he was too much intent ; and^ in ordet 
^ to that, he was so much reserved and retired, that 
^ he was scarcely ever heard of, till by his address 
*^ and dexterity he had gotten a very rich wife in 
** the city, against all the recommendaticm and coun- 
** tenance and authority of the court, which was 

th(»oughly engaged on the behalf of Mr Crofts, 

and which used tobe successftil, in that age, against 
** any opposition. He had the good fortune to have 

an alliance and friendship with Dr Morely, who 
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** had assisted and instructed him in the redding 
^ many good books, to which his natural parts and 
^ promptitude indmed him, especially the poets ; 
^ and at the age when oth» men used to ^ve over 
^ writing verses (for he was near thirty years when 
^ he first engaged himself in that exerds^, at l^urt; 
'* that he was known to do so,) he surprised the town 
*^ with two or three pieces of that kind ; as if a tenth 
*^ muse had been newly bom to cherish drdoping 
poetry .The doctor at that time brought him into 
that company which was most celebrated for good 
'^ conversation ; where he was received and esteem* 
^ed with great applause and respect He was A 
** very {feasant discourser in earnest and in jest, and 
<' therefore very grateful to all kind of company, 
** where he was not the less esteemed for being very 
" rich. 
^ He had been even nursed in parliaments, where 
he sat when he was very young ; and so, when 
they were i^umed again (after a long intermis- 
** sion,) he appeared in those assemblies with great 
^ advantage ; having a graceful w4y of speaking 
and by thinking much on several arguments 
(which his temper and complexion, that had much 
'< of melandiolic, inclined him to,) he seemed often 
^ to speak upon the sudden, when the occasion had 
only administered the opportunity of saying what 
he had thoroughly eonsMered, which gave a great 
** lustre to all he said ; which yet was rather of de- 
** light than weight There needs no more be said 
** to extol the excellence and power of his wit, and 
^ pleasantness of his conversation, than that it was 
«' of magnitude enough to cover a world of very 
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^ great faults ; that is, so to cover Uiem, that they 
^ were not taken notice of to his reproach, vis. a 
*' narrowness in his nature to the lowest degree ; an 
^ abjeetness and want of courage to support him in 
*< any virtuous undertaking ; an insinuating and 
^ servile flattery to the height the vainest and most 
** imperious nature could be contented with ; that it 
** preserved and won his life from those who were 
^most resolved to take it, and in an occasion in 
^ which he ought to have been ambitious to have 
^ lost it; and then preserved him again Gcom the re- 
^' proach and contempt that was due to him for so * 
^ preserving it, and for vmdicating it at such a price 
^ that it had power to reconcile him to those whom 
** he had most offended and provoked ; and continu- 
^ ed to his age with tliat rare felicity, that his oom- 
^* pany was acceptable where his spirit was odious ; 
** and he was at least pitied where he was most de- 
" tested." 

Such is the account of Clarendon ; on which it 
may not be improper to make son^e remarks. 

*' He was very little known till he had obtained a 
* rich wife in the dty.** 

* He obtained a rich wife about the age of three- 
and*twenty ; an age, before which few men are ocm^ 
spicuous much to their advantage. He was known, 
however, in parliament and at court ; and, if he 
spoit part of his time in privacy, it is not unreason- 
able to suppose, that he endeavoured the improve- 
ment of his mind as well as of his fortune. 

That Chrendon might misjudge the motive of his 
retirement is the more probable, because he has evi- 
dently mistaken the commencemrat 6f his poetry. 
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which he supposes him not to have attempted before 
thirty. As his fii^t pieces were perhaps not printed, 
the succession of his compositions was not known ; 
and Clarendon, who cannot be imagined to have 
been very studious of poetry, did not rectify his 
first opinion by consulting Waller^s book. 

Clarendon observes, that he was introduced to 
the wits of the age by Dr Morley ; but the writes 
of his Life relates that he was^already among them, 
when, hearii^ a noise in the street, and enquiring 
the cause, they found a son of Ben Jonson under an 
arrest This was Morely, whom Waller set free at 
the expence of one hundred pounds, took him into 
the country as director of his studies, and then pro- 
cured him admission into the company of the friends 
of literature. Of this fact Clarendcm had a nearer 
knowledge than the biographer, and is therefore 
more to be credited. 

The account of Waller's parliamentary eloquence 
is seconded by Burnet, who, though he calls him 
*< the delight of the house,'' adds, that ^ he was on- 
ly conoemisd to say that which should make him 
be applauded ; he never laid the business of the 
'' bouse to heart, being a vain and empty, though 
a witty, man." 

Of his insinuation and flattery it is not unreason- 
able to believe that the truth is told. Ascham, in 
his elegant description of those whom in modem 
language we term wits, says, that they are open flat^ 
terers, and privy mockers. Waller shewed a little 
of both, when, upon sight of the duchess of New- 
castle's verses on the death of a stag, he declared 
that he wodld give all his own compositions to have 






S54 WALLER. 

written them, and, being charged with the exwbi- 
jtanoe of his adulation, answered, that ^« nothing was 
^ too much to be given, that a lady might be saved 
^ ftom the disgrace of such a vile performance.** 
This, however, was no very mischievous or very 
unusual deviation from truth : had his h3rpocrisy 
be^i confined to such transactions, he might have 
been forgiven, though not praised ; for who forbears 
to flatter an author or a lady ? 

Of the laxity of his political prindplei^ and the 
weakness of his resolution, he experi^iced the na- 
tural effect, by losing the esteem of every party. 
From Cromwell he had only his recall; and from 
Charles the Second, who delighted in his company, 
be obtained only the pardon of his relation Hamp- 
den, and the safety of Hampden's son. 

• As far as conjecture can be made fix>m the whole 
of his writing, and his conduct, he was habitually 
and deliberately a fiiend to monarchy. His devia- 
tion toward democracy proceeded fixnn his connec- 
tion with Hampden, for whose sake he prosecuted 
Crawley with great bitterness; and the invective 
which he pronounced on that occasion was so popu- 
lar» that twenty thousand copies are said by his bio- 
grapher to have been sold in one day. 

It is confessed that his faults still left him many 
friends, at least many companions. His convivial 
power of pleasing is universally acknowledged ; but 
those who conversed with him intimately, found 
him not only passionate, especially in his old age, 
but] resentful ; so that the interposition of fiiends 
was sometimes necessary. 

His wit and his poetry naturally connected him 



with the polite writers of his time ; he was joined 
with Lord BuckhuiBt in the translation of Comeil- 
le's Pompey, and is said to have added his help to 
that of Cowley, in the original draught of the Re- 
faearsaL 

The care of his fortune, which Clarendon imputes 
to him in a degree little less than criminal, wad 
either not constant or not successful ; for, having 
inherited a patrimony of three thousand five hun- 
dred pounds a-year in the time of James the First, 
and augmented it at least by one wealthy^marriage, 
he left, about the time of the revolution, an income 
of not more than twelve or thirteen hundred ; which, 
when the difierent value of money is reckoned, will 
be found perhaps not more than a fourth part of 
what he once possessed. 

Of this diminution, part was the consequence of 
the gifts which he was forced to scatter, and the fine 
which he was condemned to pay at the detection of 
his plot ; and if his estate, as is related in his life, 
was sequestrated, he had probably contracted debts 
when he lived in exile ; for we are told, that at Paris 
he lived in sfdendor, and was the only Englishman, 
except the lord St Albans, that kept a table. 

His unlucky plot compelled him to sell a thousand 
a-y ear ; of the waste of the rest ther^ is no account, 
except that he is confessed by his biographer to have 
been a bad economist. He seems to have deviated 
from the common practice ; to have been a border 
in his first years, and a squanderer in his last. 

Of his course of studies, or choice of book», no- 
thing is known more than that he professed himself 
unable to read Chapman's translation of Homer 
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without rapture. His opinion concerning the duty 
of a poet is contained in his declaration, that <* he 
<< would blot from his works any line that did not 
« contain some motive to virtue." 

The characters by which Waller intended to 
distinguish his writing, are sprightliness and dig- 
hity : in his smallest pieces, he endeavours to be 
gay ; in the larger to be great Of his airy and light 
productions, the chief source is gallantry, that at- 
tentive reverence of female excellence which has 
descended to us from the gothic ages. As his 
{K)ems are commonly occasional, and his addresses 
personal, he was not so liberally supplied with grand 
as with soft images ; for beauty is more easily found 
than magnanimity. 

The deticacy which he cultivated, restrains him 
to a certain nicety and caution, even when he writes 
upon the slightest matter. He has* therefore, in his 
whole volume, nothing burlesque, and seldom any 
thing ludicrous or familiar. He seems always to 
do bis best ; though his subjects are often unworthy 
of his care. 

It is not easy to think without some contempt 
on an author, who is growing illustrious in his own 
opinion, by verses, at one time " to a lady who can 
** do any thing but sleep when she pleases,*" at an- 
other, " to a lady who can sleep when she pleases ;" 
now, *< to a lady on her passing through a drowd of 
** people ;" then, " on a hnid of divers colours wov- 
** en by four fair ladies ; " on a tree cut in paper f 
or, ** to a lady, fiom whom he received the copy of 
<*two verses on the paper-tree, which for many 
•' years had been missing.*' 

Genius now and then produces a lucky trifle. 
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We still read the dove of Anacreon, and sparrow 
of Catullus ; and a writer naturally pleases himself 
self with a performance, which owes nothing to the 
subject But compositions merdy pretty, have the 
iate of other pretty things, and are quitted in time 
for something useful ; they are flowers fragrant and 
ftir, but of short duration : or they are blossoms to 
be valued only as they foretell fruits. 

Among Waller's little poems, are some which 
their excellency ought to secure from oblivion ; as, 
to AmoreU comparing the different modes of regard 
with which he looks on her and Sacharissa; and 
the verses on love, that begin, anger in hasty "words 
and blows. 

In others he is not equally successful; some- 
times his thoughts are deficient, and sometimes his 
expression. 

The numbers are not always musical ; as. 

Fair Venus, in tiiy soft anns 

The god of rage confine ; 
For th J whispers are the diarms 

Which onlf can divert his fierce design. 
What though he frown^ and to tumult ^ indine; 

Thou the flame 

Kindled in his breast can'st tame 
With that snow which unmelted lies on thine. 

He seldom indeed fetches an amorous sentiment 
from the depths of science ; his thoughts are for the 
most part easily understood, and his images such as 
the superficies of nature readily supplies ; he has a 
just claim to popularity, because he writes to com- 
mon degrees of knowledge ; and is free at least from 
philosophical pedantry, unless perhaps the end of a 
song to the Sun may be expected, in which he is 

VOL. IX. 8 
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too much a Copernican. To which may be added 
the simile of the pahn in the verses on her passing 
through a crowd ; and a line in a more serious poem 
oh the Restoration, about vipers and treacle, which 
can only be understood by those who hap|)en to 
know the composition of the Theriaca. 

His thoughts are sometimes hyperbolical, and his 
images unnatural : 

-—The plants admire^ 
^o less than those of old did Orpheus' lyre : 
If she sit down^ with tops all tow'rds her bow'd ; 
They round about her into arbours crowd : 
Or if she walks, in even ranks they stand. 
Like some weU-marshal'd and obsequious band. 

In another place : 

While in the park I sing, the listening deer 
Attend my passion, and forget to fear : 
When to the beeches 1 report my flame. 
They bow their heads, as if they felt the same ; 
To gods appealing, when I reach their bdwers^ 
With loud complaints they answer me in shower& 
To thee a wild and cruel soul is given. 
More deaf than trees, and prouder than the Heaven ! 

On the head of a stag : 

O fertile head ! which every year 

Could such a crop of wonder bear ! 

The teeming Earth did never bring. 

So soon, so hard, so huge a thing : 

Which might it never have been cast. 

Each year's growth added to the last. 

These lofty branches had supply'd 

The Earth's bold son's prodigious pride ; 

Heaven with these engines had been scal'd^ 

IVh^ mountains heap'd on mountains £dl'<l. 
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Sometimes having succeeded in the first part, hfe 
makes a feeble conclusion. In the song of " Sabha- 
" rissa's and Amoref s friendship," the two last stan- 
zas ought to have been omitted. 

His images of gallantry are not always in the 
highest degree delicate. 

Then shall my love this doubt displace. 

And gain such trubt that I may come 
And banquet sometimes on thy face. 

But make my constant meals at home. 

Some applications may be thought too remote, 
and unconsequential ; as in the verses on the lady 
dancing : 

The sun in figures such as these 
Joys with the moon to play : 

To the sweet strains they advance, 
IVhich do result from their own spheres ; 

As this nymph's dance 
Moves with the numbers which she hears. 

Sometimes a thought, which might perhaps fill 
a distich, is expanded and attetiuafed till it grows 
weak and almost evanescent. 

Chlorisi since first our calm of peace 

Was frighted hence, this good we find. 
Your favours with your fears increase. 

And growing mischiefs make you kind. 
So the fair tree, which still preserves 

Her fruit, and state, while no wind blows. 
In storms from that uprightness swerves ; 

And the glad earth about her strows 
With treasure from her yielding boughs. 

His images are not always distinct ; as^ in the 
following passage, he confounds love a3 a person 
with love as a passion ; 
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Some other nymphs^ with- colours fiuiit;^ 
And pencil djow, may Cupid paint. 
And a weak heart in time destroy ; 
She has a stamp, and prints the boy : 
Can, with a single look, inflame 
The coldest breast, the rudest tame* 

His sallies of Casual flattery are soiiietimes elegant 
and happy, as that in return Jbr the silver pen ; 
atld sometimes empty and trifling, as that upon 
the card torn by the queen. There are a few lines 
written in the Ihichess's Tasso, which he is said by 
Fentoil to hare kept a summer under correction. 
It happened to Waller; as to others, that his success 
was not always in proportion to his laboiur. 

Of these petty compositions, neither the beauties 
hor the faults deserve much attention. The amo- 
rous verses have this to recommend them, that they 
ate less hyperbolical than those c£ some other poets. 
Waller is hot always at the last gasp ; he does not 
die of a frown, nor live upon a smile. There is 
ho^ever^ too much love, and too many trifles. 
Little things are made too important; and the 
empire of beauty is represented as exerting its in- 
fluence further than can be allowed by the multi- 
pUdty of human passions, and the variety of hu- 
man wants. Such books^ therefore, may be consid- 
ered as shewing the world under a &lse appearance ; 
and, so &r as they obtain credit from the young and 
unexperienced, as misleading expectation, and mis- 
guiding practice* 

Of his nobler and more weighty performances, 
the greaier part is panegyrical : for of praise he was 
Very lavish, as is observed by hia imitator. Lord 
Lansdowne. 



WALLEB. 261 

No satyr sUlki witfain the hallow'd groqnd;. 

But queens and heroines^ kings and gods abound ; 

Glory and arms and love are all the sound. 

In the first poem, on the danger of the Prince 
on the coast of Spain, there is a puerile and ridi- 
culous mention of Arion at the beginning ; and the 
last pairagraph, on the Cable, is in part ridiculously 
mean, and in part ridiculously tumid. The poem, 
however, is such as may be justly praised, without 
much allowance for the state of our poetry and lanr 
guage at that time. 

The two next poems are upon the king's beha- 
viour at the death of Buckingham, and upon his 
navy. 

He has, in the first, used the pagan deities with 
great propriety : 

Twas want of svch a precedent as this 
Made the old heathens firame their gods amisf. 

In the poem on the navy, those lines are very 
noble which suppose the king's power secure against 
a second deluge ; so noble, that it were almost cri- 
minal to remark the mistake of centre for surface, 
or to say that the empire of the sea would be worth 
little if it were not that the waters t^r^li|late ip 
land. 

The poem upon Salle has forcible sentiments ; 
but the conclusion is feeble. That on the " repairs 
of St Paul's," has something vulgar and obvious ; 
such as the mention of Amphion ; and something 
violent and harsh ; as. 

So all our minds with his consphre to grace 
The Gentiles' great ifKNitlei and defaoe 
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Those state-obscuring sheds, that like a chain 

Seem'd to confine and fetter him again : 

Which the glad saint shakes off at his command. 

As once the viper from his sacred hand^ 

So joys the aged oak, when we divide 

The creeping ivy from his injur'd side. 

Of the two last couplets, the first is extravagant,, 
and the second mean. 

His praise of the queen is too much exaggerated ; 
and the thought, that she " saves lovers, by cutting 
* off hope, as gangrenes are cured by lopping the 
** limb," presents nothing to the mind but disgust 
and horror. 

Of the battle of the Summer Islands, it seems not 
easy to say whether it is intended to raise terror or 
merriment. The beginning is too splendid for jest, 
and the conclusion too light for seriousness. The 
versification is studied, the scenes are diligently 
displayed, and the images artfully amplified ; but, 
as it ends neither in joy nor sorrow, it will scarcely 
be read a second time. 

The panegyric upon Cromwell has obtained 
from the public a very liberal dividend of praise ; 
which however cannot be said to have been unjust- 
ly lavished ; for such a series of verses had rarely 
appeared before in the English language. Of the 
lines some are grand, some are graceful, and all are 
musical, There is now and then a feeble verse or a 
trifling thought ; but its great fault is the choice 
of its hero. 

The poem of the war with Spain begins ^Wth 
lines more vigorous and striking than Waller is ac- 
customed to produce. The succeeding parts are 
variegated with better passages and worse. There 
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is something too far-fetched in the comparison of 
the Spaniards drawing the English on, by saluting 
St Lucar with cannon, to lambs awakening the lion 
by bleating. The fate of the marquis and his lady, 
who were burnt in their ship, would have moved 
more, had the poet not made him die like the 
phoenix, because he had spices about him, nor ex- 
pressed their a^ection and their end by a conceit at 
once &lse and vulgar : 

Alive, in equal flames of love tfaey bum'd. 
And now together are to ashea tum'd. 

The verses to Charles, on his return, were doubt- 
less intended to counterbalance the panegyric on 
Cxomwell. If it has been thought inferior to that 
with which it is naturally compared, the cause of 
its deficience has been already remarked. 

The remaining pieces it is not necessary to exa- 
mine singly. They must be supposed to have faults 
and beauties of the same kind with the rest. The 
sacred poems, however, deserve particular regard ; 
they were the work of Waller's declining life, of 
those hours in which he looked upon the fame and 
the folly of the time past, with the sentiments which 
his great predecessor Petrarch bequeathed to poste- 
rity, upon his review of that love and poetry which 
have given him immortality. 

That natural jealousy which makes every man un- 
willing to allow much excellence in another, always 
produces a disposition to believe that the mind grows 
old with the body ; and that he, whom we are now 
forced to confess superior, is hastening daily to a 
level with ourselves. By delighting to think this 
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d the living, we learn to thiiik it of the dead ; and 
Fenton, with all his kinditess for Waller, has the 
luck to mark the exact time when his genius passed 
the zenith, which he places at his fifty-fifth year. 
This is to allot the mind hut a small portion. InteL 
leclual decay is doubtless not uncommon; but it 
seems not to be universaL Newton was in his ^hty-> 
fifth year improving his chronology, a few days 
before his death; and Waller appears not, in my 
opinion, to have lost at eighty-two any part of his 
poetical power. 

His sacred poems do not please like some of his 
other works ; but before the fatal fifty-five, had he 
written on the same subjects, his success would 
hardlyf have been better. 

It has been the frequent lamentation of good men, 
that verse has been too little applied to the purposes 
of wcMTship, and many attempts have been made to 
afedmate devotion by pious poetry. That they have 
very seldom attamed their end is sufikdently known, 
and it n>ay not be improper to enquire why they 
have miscarried. 

Let no pious ear be offended if I advance, in op- 
position to many authorities, that poetical devotion 
cannot oft:en please. The doctrines of religion may 
indeed be defended in a didactic poem ; and he 
who has the happy power of arguing in verse, will 
not lose it because his subject is sacred. A poet may 
describe the beauty and the grandeur of nature, 
the flowers of the spring, and the harvests of au- 
tumn, the vicissitudes o£ the tide, and the revolu- 
tions of the sky, and praise the Maker for his works, 
in lines which no reader shall lay aside. The subject 



WALLER. 265 

of the disputation is not piety, but the motives to 
piety ; that of the descriptiou is not God, but tiie 
works of God. 

Contemplative piety, or the intercourse between 
God and the human soul, cannot be poetical. Man, 
admitted to implore the mercy of his Creator, and 
plead the merits of his Redeemer, is already in a 
higher state than poetry can confer. 

The essence of poetry is invention ; such inven- 
tion as, by producing something unexpected, sur- 
prises and delights. The topics of devotion are 
few, and being few are universally known ; but, few 
as they are, they can be made no more ; they can 
receive no grace from novelty of sentiment, and 
very little from novelty of expression. 

Poetry pleases by exhibiting an idea more grate- 
fid to the mind than things themselves afford. This 
effect proceeds from the display of those parts of 
nature which attract, and the concealment of 
those which repel the imagination: but religicHi 
must be showed as it is : suppression and additicm 
equally corrupt it ; and such as it is^ it is known 
already. 

From poetry the reader justly expects, and from 
good poetry always obtains, the enlargement of 
his comprehension and elevation of his fancy ; but 
this is rarely to be hoped by Christians from metrical 
devotion. Whatever is great, desirable, or tremen- 
dous, is comprised in the name of the Supreme 
Being. Omnipotence cannot be exalted ; infinity 
cannot be amplified ; perfection cannot be improved. 

The employments of pious meditation are faith, 
thanksgiving repentance, and supplication. Faith, 
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invariably uniform, cannot be invested by fancy 
with decorations. Thanksgiving, the most joyful 
of all holy effusions, yet addressed to a Being with- 
out passions, is confined to a few modes, and is to 
be felt rather than expressed. Repentance, trem- 
bling in the presence of the judge, is not at leisure 
for cadences and epithets. Supplication of man to 
man may diffuse itself through many topics of 
persuasion ; but supplication to God can only cry 
for mercy. 

Of sentiments purely religious, it willbe found that 
the most simple expression is the most sublime. Poet- 
ry loses its lustre and its power, because it is applied 
to the decoration of something more excellent than 
itself All that pious verse can do is to help the 
memory, and delight the ear, and for these purposes 
it may be very useful ; but it supplies nothing to 
the mind^ The ideas of christian theology are too 
simple for eloquence, too sacred for fiction, and too 
majestic for ornament; to recommend them by 
tropes and figures, is to magnify by a concave 
mirror the sidereal hemisphere. 

As much of Waller's reputation was owing to the 
softness and smothness of his numbers ; it is proper 
to consider those minute particulars to which a 
versifier must attend. 

He certainly very much excelled in smoothness 
most of the writers who were living when his poetry 
commenced. The poets of Elisabeth had attained 
an art of modulation, which was afterwards neglect- 
ed or forgotten. Fairfax was acknowledged by him 
as his model ; and he might have studied with ad- 
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vantage the poem of Davies*, which, though main- 
ly philosophical, yet seldom leaves the ear ungra- 
tified« 

But he was rather smooth than strong ; of the 
full resounding line, which Pope attributes to 
JDryden, he lias given very few examples. The 
critical decision has given the praise of strength to 
Denham, and of sweetness to Waller. 

His excellence of versification has some abate- 
ments. He uses the expletive do very frequently ; 
and, though he lived to see it almost universally 
ejected, was not more careful to avoid it in his last 
compositions than in his first. Praise had given 
him confidence ; and finding the world satisfied, he 
satisfied himself. 

His rhymes are sometimes weak words: so is 
found to make the rhyme twice in ten lines, and 
occurs often as a rhyme through his book. 

His double rhjnnes, in heroic verse, have been 
censured by Mrs Philips, who was his rival hi the 
translation of .Comeille's Pompey ; and more faults 
might be found, were not the enquiry below at- 
tention. 

He sometimes uses the obsolete termination of 
verbs, as wdxeth^ (iffecteth ; and sometimes retains 
the final syllable of the preterite, as amazed, sup- 
posedf of which I know not whether it is not to 
the detriment of our language that we have totally 
rejected them. 

Of triplets he is sparing ; but he did not wholly 



• Sir John Davies intituled, " Nosce teipsum. This Oracle 
expounded in two elegies: 1. Of Human Knowledge: 9, 
" Of the soule of roan, and the imraortalite thereof^ 1599." K. 
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forbear them ; of an alexandrine he has given no 
jBxample. 

The general character of his poetry is elegance 
and gaiety. He is never pathetic, and very rarely 
sublime. He seems neither to have had a mind 
much elevated by nature, nor amplified by learning. 
His thoughts are such as a liberal conversation and 
large acquaintance with life would easily supj^. 
They had however then, perhaps, that grace of no* 
velty wfaidi they are now often supposed to want 
by those who, having already found them in later 
books, do not know or enquire who produced them 
first This treatment is unjust. Let not the ori* 
ginal authcn- lose by his imitators. 

Praise, however, should be due before it is given. 
The author of Waller's life ascribes to him the first 
practice of what Erythraeus and some late critics 
call alliteration, of using in the same verse many 
words beginning with the same letter. But this 
knack, whatever be its value, was so firequent axncng 
early writers, that Gascoigne, a writer of the six- 
teenth century, warns the young poet against 
affecting it: Shakespeare, in the Midsummer Night'i 
Dream, is supposed to ridicule it ; and in another 
pkiy the Sonnet of Holofemes, fully displays it 

He boiTOws too many of his sentiments and illus- 
trations from the old mythdogy, for which it is 
vain to plead the example of ancient-poets. The dei- 
ties, which they introduced so frequently, were con- 
sidered as realities, so far as to be received by the 
imagination, whatever sober reason ipight even then 
determine. But of these images time has tarnish- 
ed the splendour. A fiction, not only detected but 
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despised, can never afford a solid basis to any po- 
sition, though sometimes it may furnish a transient 
allusion, or slight illustration. No modem mon* 
arch can be much exalted by hearing that, as Her- 
cules had his club, he has his navy. 

But of the praise of Waller, though much may 
be taken away, much will remain ; for it cannot be 
denied that he added something to our elegance of 
diction, and something to our propriety of thought ; 
and to him may be applied what Tasso said, with 
equal spirit and justice, of himself and Guami^ 
when having perused the Pastor Fido, he cried out, 
'* If he had not read Aminta, he had not excelled it^ 
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As Waller professed himself to have learned the 
art of versification from Fairfax, it has been thought 
proper to subjoin a specimen of his work, which, 
after Mr Hoole's translation, will perhaps not be 
soon reprinted. By knowing the state in which 
Waller found our poetry, the reader may judge how 
much he improved it 

« 

I. 

Erminia's steed (this while) his mistresse bore 
Through forrests thicke among the shadie treene. 
Her feeble hand the bridle raines forelore^ 
Halfe in a swoune she was for fear I weene ; 
Bat her flit courser spared nere the more^ 
To beare her through the desart woods unseene 

Of her strong foes^ that chas'd her through the plaine. 

And still pursu'd^ but still pursu'd in vaine^ 

II. 
Like as the wearie hounds at last retire^ 
Windlesse, displeased, from the fruitless chase. 
When the slie beast Tapisht in bush and brire. 
No art nor pains can rowse out of his place : 
The christian knights so full of shame and ire 
Returned backe, with faint and wearie pace ! 

Yet still the fearfull dame fled, swift as winde. 

Nor euer staid, nor euer lookt behinde 

III. 

'through thicke and thinne, all night, all day, she driued, 

Withouten comfort, companie, or guide. 

Her plaints and teares with euery thought reuiued. 

She heard and saw her greefes, but nought beside. 

But when the sunne his burning chariot diued 

In Thetis waue, and wearie teame vntide. 

On lordan's sandie banks her course she staid. 
At last, there downe she light, and downe she laid« 

IV. 

Her teares, her drinke ; her food, her sorrowings. 

This was her diet that vnhappie night : 

But sleepe (that sweet repose and quiet biings) 
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To ease the /^eefes of discontented wight, 

Spred foorth his tender, soft, and nimble wings, 

Id his dull ahnes foulding the virgin bright ; 
And loue, his moiher, and the graces kept 
Strong watch and warde, while tiiis fair ladie slept. 

V. 

The birds awakte her with their morning song. 

Their warbling musice pearst her tender eare. 

The murmuring brookes and whistling windes among 

The ratling boughes, and leaues, their parts did beare ; 

Her eies vnclos'd beheld the groues along 

Of swaines and shepherd groomed, that dwellings weare : 
And that sweet noise, birds, winds, and waters sent, 
Prouokt again the virgin to lament 

VL 

Her plaints were interrupted with a sound. 

That seem'd from thickest bushes to proceed ; 

Some iolly shepherd sung a lustie round. 

And to his voice had tun'd his oaten reed ; 

Thither she went, an old man there she found, 

(At whose right hand his little flodc did feed) 
Sat making baskets his three sonnes among. 
That leam'd their Other's art, and learned his song. 

VIL 

Beholding one in shining armes appeare. 

The seelie man and his were sore dismaid : 

But sweet £rminia comforted their feare, 

Her vental vp, her visage open laid. 

You happy folke, of heau'n beloued deare. 

Work on (quoth she) upon your harmlesse traid. 
These dreadful armes I beare no warfare bring 
To your sweet toile, nor those swc^et tunes you sing. 

VIIL 

But father, since this kuid, these townes and towres. 

Destroyed are with sword,* with fire and spoile. 

How may it be unhurt, that you and yours 

In safVie thus, applie your harmlesse toile ? 

My Sonne (quoth he) this pafe estate of ours 

Is euer safe from storm d warlike broile ; 
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This wildemesse doth vs in aaftie keepe , 
No thundering drum> no trumpet breaks our slcepe. 

IX. 
Haply iust heau'ns defence and diiekl of rigfaty 
Doth loue the innocence of simple swains. 
The thunder bolts on highest mountains light. 
And seld or neuer strike the lower plaines : 
So kings have cause to feare Bellonaes might, 
Not they wiioae sweet and toile their dinner gaines. 
Nor ever greedie soldier was entised 
By pouertie, neglected and despised. 

X 
O Pouertie, diefe of the heau nly brood. 
Dearer to me than wealth or kingly crowne I 
No wish for honour, thirst of others good. 
Can moue my heart, contented with mine owne : 
We quench our thirst with water o£ this flood. 
Nor fear we poison should therein be throwne : 
These little flocks of sheepe and tender goatee 
Giue milke for fisod, and wool to make us cootes. 

XT. 
We little wish, we need but little wealth. 
From cold and hunger vs to death and feed ; 
These are my sonnes, their care preserues from stealth 
Their father's flocks, nor servants moe I need : 
Amid these groues I walke oft for my health. 
And to the fishes, birds, and beastes giue heed. 
How they are fed, in forest, ^ring^ and lake. 
And their contentment for ensample take. * 

XII. 
Time was for each one haA his doting time. 
These siluer locks were golden tresses than 
That countrie life 1 hated as a crime. 
And from the forests sweet contentment ma. 
To Memphis' stately pailaoe would I dime. 
And there became the mightie caliphe's man. 
And though I but a simple gardner weare. 
Yet could I make abuses, see and heare, 
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Xiir. 

Entised on with hope ef ftiture gaine, 

I suffred long what did itay soule displease ; 

But when my y<mA was spent^ my hope was vaine, 

I felt my native strength at laat decrease ; 

I gan my losse of lusde yeeres complaine> 

And wisht I had enjoy'd the countries peace ; 

I bod the court farewell^ and with content 

My later age here have I quiet spent. 

XIV. 
While thus he spake> Erminiahusht and stiD 
His wise discourses heard, with great attentioii, 
His speeches gmue those idle fancies kin. 
Which in fier troubled soule bred such dissention ; 
After much thought reformed was her will. 
Within those woods to dwell was her intention. 

Till fortune should occasion new afford. 

To tume her home to her desired Lord. 

XV. 
She said iherefore, O shepherd fortunate ! 
That troubles some didst whilom feele and proue. 
Yet liuest now in this contented state. 
Let my mishap thy thoughts to pitie moue. 
To entertaine me as a willing mate 
In shepherds life, which I admire and loue ; 

Within these pleasant groues perchance my hart 

Of heir discomforts may unload some part. 

XVI. 
If gold or wealth of most esteemed deare. 
If iewels rich, thou diddest hold in prise. 
Such store thereof, such plentie have I seen. 
As to a greedie minde might well suffice : 
With that downe trickled many a siluer teare. 
Two christall streames fell finom her watrie eies.; 

Part of her sad misfortunes than she told. 

And wept, and with her wept that shepherd old. 

xvn. 

With speeches kinde, he gan the virgin deare 
Towards his cottage gently home to guide ; 
His aged wife there made her homely cheare, 

VOL. IX. T 
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Yet welcomde her ; and plast her by her side. 
The princesse dond a poore pastoraes geare^ 
A kerchief course upon her head she tide ; 
But yet her gestures and her lookes (I gesse) 
Were such as ill bcseem'd a sheperdesse. 

XVIII. 
Not those rude garments could obscure, and hide 
The heau'nly beautie of her angels face. 
Nor was her princely ofspring damnifide. 
Or ought disparagM, by those labours bace ; 
Her little flocks to pasture would she guide. 
And milk her goates, and in their folds them place. 
Both cheese and butter could she make, and frame 
Her selfe to please the shepherd and his dame. 
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Of Me John Pomfret nothing is known but 
from a slight and confused account prefixed to his 
poems by a nameless friend ; who relates, that he 
was the son of the Rev. Mr Pomfret, rector of 
Luton, in Bedfordshire ; that he was bred at Cam- 
bridge*; entered into orders, and was rector of 
Maiden in Bedfordshu*e, and might have risen in 
the church ; but that, when he appUed to Dr Comp- 
ton bishop of London, for institution to a living of 
considerable value, to which he had been present- 
ed, he found^a troublesome obstruction raised by a 
maliciousinterpretation of some passage in his Choice; 
fix)m which it was inferred, that he considered hap- 
piness as more likely to be found in the company of 
a mistress than of a wife. 

This reproach was easily obliterated : for it had 
happened to Pomfret as to almost all other men 
who plan schemes of life ; he had departed from his 
purpose, and was then married. 

* He was of Queen's College there, and^ by the University- 
rcgister> appears to have taken his Bachelor's degree in 1684, and 
and his Master's 1 69S. H.— Hii Father was of Trinity. C. 
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The malice of his enemies had however a very 
fatal consequence : the delay constrained his attend- 
ance in London, where he caught the smallpox, and 
died in 1703, in the thirty-sixth year of his age. 

He published his poems in 1699 ; and has been 
always the favourite of that class of readers, who, 
without vanity or criticism, seek only their own a- 
musement. 

His Choice exhibits a system of life adapted to 
common notions, and equal to common expecta- 
tions ; such a state as affords plenty and tranquil- 
lity, without exdudxm of intellectual pleasures. 
Perhaps no composition in our language has been 
oftener perused than Pomfiet's Choice. 

In his other poems tiiereis an easy volubility; tiie 
pleasure of smooth metre is aflbided to the ear, and 
the mind is not oppressed with pcmdenmi, or entwog- 
led with intricate, sentiment He pkases many ; 
and he who j^eases many must have some specicB 
of merit. 
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Of the earl of Dorset the character has been drawn 
so largely and so elegantly by Prior, to whom he 
was familiarly knowil, that nothing can be added 
by a testtal hand ; and^ as its auttunr is so generally 
read, it would be useless ofiiciousness to transcribe it 

Charles Sackville was bom January 24, 168T. 
Hafring been educated under a private tutor, he tra- 
velled into Italy, and returned a little befi»e the 
restoration. He was chosen into the first parlia- 
ment that was called, for East Grinstead in Susses; 
atid sorni became a favourite of Charles the Second ; 
but undertook no public employment, being too 
eager of the riotous and licentious pleasures niuoh 
young men of high rank, who aspired to be thou^t 
wits, at that time imagined themselves intitied to 
indiilge. 

One of these frolics has, by the industry of Wood, 
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come down to posterity. Sackville, who was then 
Lord Buckhursty with Sir Charles Sedley and Sir 
Thomas Ogle, got drunk at the Cock in Bow-street, 
by Covent-garden, and, gmng into the balccxiy, ex- 
posed themselves to the populace in very indecent 
postures. At last, as they grew warmer, Sedly 
stood forth naked, and harangued the populace in 
such profane language, that the public indignation 
was awakened : the crowd attempted to force the 
door, and, being repulsed, drove in the performers 
with stones, and broke the windows of the house. 

For this misdemeanour they were indicted, and 
Sedley was fined five hundred pounds : what was 
the sentence of the other is not known. Sedley 
employed Killigrew and another to procure a re- 
mission from the king ; but (mark the fiiendsfaip 
of the dissolute !) they b^ged the fine for them- 
selves, and exacted it to the last groat 

In 1665, LfOrd Buckhurst attended the dyke of 
York as a volunteer in the Dutch war'*, and was in 
the battle of June 8, when eighteen great Dutch 

.'Ships ti^ere taken, fourteen otha*s were destroyed, 
and Opdam the admiral, who engaged the duke, 
#as blown lip beside him, with all his crew. 

On the day before the battle, he is said to have 
composed the celebrated song, " to all you ladies 
noiwat land," with equal tranquillity of mind and 

'promptitude of wit Seldom any splendid story is 

«iirlk>lly true. I have heard from the late earl of 
Orrery, who was likely to have good hereditary in- 
telligence, that Lord Buckhurst had been a week 
employed upon it, and only retouched or finished 

, it oii the memwable evening. But even this, what- 
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ever it may subtract from his facility, leaves him 
his courage. 

He was soon afler made a gentleman of the bed- 
chamber, and sent on short embassies to France. 

In 1674, the estate of his unde James Cranfield, 
Earl of Middlesex, came to him by its owner's death, 
and the title was conferred on him the year after. 
In 1677» he became, by fhe death of his father. Earl 
of Dorset, and inherited the estate of his fiunily. 

In 1684, having buried his first wife, of the fa- 
mily of Bagot, who left him no child, he married a 
daughter of the earl of Northampton, celebrated 
both for beauty and imderstanding. 

He received some favourable notice from King 
James ; but soon found it necessary to oppose the 
: vidence of his innovations, and with some other 
. lords appeared in Westminster-hall to countenance 
the bishops at their trial. 

As enormities grew every day less supportable, 
he found it necessary to concur in the revolution. 
He wa3 one of those lords who sat every day in 
council to preserve the public peace, aft;er the king's 
departure ; and^ what is not the most illustrious ac- 
tion of his life, was employed to conduct the prin- 
cess Anne to Nottingham with a guard, such as 
might alarm the populace as they passed, with false 
apprehensions of her danger. Whatever end may 
be designed, there is always something despicable 
in a trick. 

He became, as may be easily supposed, a fitvour 
ite of King William, who, the day after his acces- 
sion, made him lord chamberlain of the household, 
and gave him afterwards the garter. He happened 



iSO l>OR8£T. 

to be among those that were tossed with the king 
in an open boat sixteen hours, in very rough and 
cold weath^, on the coast of HoUand« His health 
afterwards declined ; and on January 19» 1705-^, he 
died at Bath. 

He was a man whose elegance and judgment were 
universally confessed, and whose bounty to the 
kamed and witty was generally known. To the 
indulgent affection of the publip^ Ldd Rodiester 
bore ample testimcmy in this remark : ** I know 
** not how it is» but Lord Buckhurst may do what 
^ he will, yet he is never in the wrong.*' 

If such a man attempted poetiy, we cannot Won- 
der that his works were praised. Dryden, whom, 
if Prior tells tmth, he distinguished by his benefi- 
cence, and who lavished his blandishments on those 
who are not known to have so well deserved them, 
undertaking to produce autiiort of our own coun- 
try superior to those of antiquity, says, ^ I would 
^ instance your lordship in satire, and Shake^eare 
^ in tragedy." Would it be imagii^ diat, <^ this 
rival to antiquity, all the satires were httle personal 
invectives, and that his longest composition was a 
song of eleven stanzas ? 

The blame, however, of this exaggerated praise 
fiOls on the encomiast, not upon the author ; whose 
performances are, what they pretend to be, the effii- 
aions erf" a man of wit ; gay, vigorous, andairy. His 
verses to Howard shew great fertility of mind ; and 
his Dorinda has been imitated by Pope. 



STEPNEY. 



Cteoroe Stepney, descended from the Stepneys 
of Pendigrast in Pembrokeshire, was bom at West- 
minster in 166S. Of his father's condition or for- 
tune I have no account. Havinjg received the first 
part of his education at Westminster, where he 
passed six years in the collie, he went at nineteen 
to Cambridge, where he eontinued a friendship be- 
gun at school with Mr Montague, afterwards Earl 
of Halifax, They came to London together, and 
are said to have been invited into public life by the 
duke of Dorset, 

His qualifications recommended him to many 
foreign employments, so that hi^ time seems to have 
been spent in negotiations. In 1692, he was sent 
envoy to the ^ctor of Brandenburgh ; in 1693, to 
the imperial court ; in 1694, to the elector of Sax- 
ony ; in 1696, to the electors of Mentz and Cologne, 
and the congress at Frankfort ; in 1698, a second 
time to Brandenburgh ; in 1699, to the king of Po- 
land ; 1701, again to the emperor ; and in 1706, to 
the states general. In 1097, he was made one of 
the commissioners of trade. His life was busy, and 
not long. He died in 1707; and is buried in 
Westminster-abbey, with this epitaph, which Jacob 
transcribed : 
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XI. S. £• 
Georgius Stcpn£ius^ armiger^ 

Vir 

Ob ingenii acumen^ 

Literarom sdentiani, 

Morum suavitatem, 

Rerum usum> 

Virorum aropUssimorum coii8uetudinein> 

LingixBd, styM, ac vitse el^;antiain, 

Pneclara officia cum Britannice turn Europse praestita, 

Suo fl?tate multam celebrqfiiSy 

Apud posteroa^'seinper celebrandus , 

Plurimaa legadones obiit 

£a fide, diligentia^ ac felicitate^ 

Ut aagustissimonim principum 

Guliehni et Anns 

^ Spem in iUo repositam 

Nunquam fefellerit, 

Haud raro superaverit 

Post longum honorum cursum 

Brevi temporis spatio confectmn. 

Cum natune parum^ famse satis vixenit, 

Animam ad altiora aspirantem pkcide efflavit. 

On the left hand, 

G« S. 

£x equestri familia Stepneioram, 

De pendegra8t> in comitatu 

Pembrochiensi oriundus^ 

Westmonasterii natus est, A. D. l665. 

Electus in collegium 
Sancti petri Westmonast A. D. I676. 
San^ trinitatis Cantab. l68S« 
Consiliariorum quibus commercii 

Cura commissa est 1697* 

Chelseia^ mortuus> et^ comitante 

Magna procerum 

Frequentia, hue elatus^ 1707* 
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It is reported that the juvenile compositions of 
Stepney made grey authors blush. I know not 
whether his poems will appear such wonders to the 
present age. One caimot always easily &id the 
reason for which the world has sometimes conspir- 
ed to squander praise. It is not very unlikely that 
he wrote very early as well as he ever wrote ; and 
the performances of youth have many favourers, be- 
cause the authors yet lay no daim to public hon- 
ours, and are therefore not considered as rivab by 
the distributors of &me» 

He apparently professed himself a poet, and add- 
ed his name to those of the other wits in the ver- 
sion of Juvenal; but he is a very licentious transla- 
tor, and does not recompense his neglect of the au« 
thor by beauties of his own. In his original poems, 
now and then, a happy line may perhaps be found, 
and now and then a short composition may give 
pleasure. But there is, in the whole, little either of 
the grace of wit, or the vigour of nature. 
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tl oRN Philips was bam on SOtli of December, 
1676, at Bampton in Oxf(»dshire; of which place 
his father Dr Stephen Philips, archdeacon of Sa- 
lop, was minister. The first part of his education 
was domestic ; after which he was sent to Winches- 
ter, where, as we are told by Dr Sewel, his biogra- 
pher, he was soon distinguished by the superiority 
of his exercises ; and, what is less easily to be credit- 
ed, so much endeared himself to his school-fellows 
by his civility and good-nature, that they, without 
murmur or ill-will, saw him indulged by the mas- 
ter with particular immunities. It is related, that, 
when he was at school, he seldom mingled in play 
with the other boys, but retired to his chamber ; 
where his sovereign pleasure was to sit, hour after 
hour, while his hair was combed by somebody, 
whose service he found means to procure. 
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At schodi he became acquainted with the poets^ 
ancient and modern^ and fixed his attention parti- 
cularly on Milton. 

In 1694 he entered himself at Christ^^urd^ a 
college at that time in the highest reputation, by 
the transmission of Busby's scholars to the care first 
of Fell, and afterwards of Aldrich. Here he was 
distinguished as a genius eminent among the emi* 
iient, and for friendship particularly intimate with 
Mr Smith, the authw of Phosdra and Hif^pdjotus. 
The profession whieh he intended to follow was 
that of physic ; and he tock mudi delight in na- 
tural history, of which botany was his fii¥Ourita 
part. 

His reputation was confined to his friends and to 
the university ; till about 1708 he extended it to a 
wider cirde by the Splendid Shilling, which struck 
the public attention with a mode of writing new 
and imexpected. 

This performance raised him so high, that^ when 
Europe resoimded with the victory of Blenheim, 
he was, probably with an occult opposition to Ad- 
dison, employed to deliver the acclamation of the 
tories. It is said that he would willingly have de- 
clined the task, but that his friends urged it upon 
him. It appears that he wrote this poem at the 
house of Mr St John. 

Blenheim was published in 1705. The next year 
produced his greatest work, the poem upon Cider, 
in two books ; which was received with loud praises, 
and continued long to be read, as an imitation <jf 
Virgil's Georgic, wUch needed not shun the pre- 
sence of the wiginal. 
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He then grew probably more confident of his 
own abilities^ and began to meditate a poem on the 
Last Day ; a subject on which no mind can hope to 
equal expectation. 

This work he did not live to finish ; his diseases, 
a slow consumption, and an asthma, put a stop 
to his studies, and on February 16, 1708, at the 
be^nning of his thirty-third year, put an end to 
his life. 

He was buried in the cathedral of Hereford ; and 
Sir Simon Harcourt, afterwards Lord Chancellor, 
gave him a monument in Westminster-abbey. 
The inscription at Westminster was written, as I 
have heard, by Dr Atterbury, though commonly 
given to Dr Freind. 
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His epitaph at Hereford ; 

JOHANNES PHILIPS 
Obut 15 die Feb. Anno / ^' ^^^^' 

Cujus 
Osaa si requiras, hanc umam insptee : 
Si ingenium nesdas, ipsius opera oqnsule ; 
Si tumulum desideras^ 
Templum adi Wesmonaateriense: 
Qualis quantuaque vir faerit^ 
Dicat el^gttis ilUft praeclara^ 
Que cenotaphium ibi decorate 
Inscriptio. 
Qttam interim erga cognatoa pins et officiosui^ 
Teatetur hoc aaxura 
A M4RRIA Philips matre pientiasimay 
Dilecti filii memoriae non sine lacrymis dicatum. 

His epitaph at Westminster : 

Herefordiae oondantur ossa. 

Hoc in delabro statuitur imago. 

Britanniam omnem pervagatur fama, 

JOHANNIS PHILIPS : 

Qui Tiris bonis doctisque juxta charus^ 

Immortale aamn ingeniumj 

Eruditione mnltiplici excidtum^ 1 

Miio animi candore^ 

Eximia morum aimplicitate^ 

Honestayit. 

Litteramm amosniomm aitim,- 

Quam Wintonise puer sentire coeperati 

Inter sedis christi alumnos jugiter explevit^ 

In illo musarum domidlio 

Pneclaris semulorum studiis excitatus, 

OptimiB scribendi magistria temper intentus, 

Carmina sermone patrio composuit 
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A Graeds l^aUm^iie ^tflius iidiciter deducU; 
Attids Romanisque auribus cminino digna, 
Venmn qmppe hannoniuin 
Rythmo didicerat. 
Antiquo illo, libero« multifonni 
Ad res ipsas apto pionus, et attemperato, . 
Kon nutnoris in eundum fere otbem Tedeuntibus> 
Non dausalaram similiter cadentium sono 

Metiri: 
Uni in hoc laudia genere Mibxnio secundos, 

Primoque pcen^ par. 

Res sen tenues^ sew grandes^ seu mediocres 

Omandas somseraty 

Nusquam^ nmk quod decuity 

Et videtj et a&secvtos est^ 

Egregius, quocunque stylum yerteret^ 

Fandi au&or. et modorum artifbL 

Fas sit hiJc> 

Au8o licet a tua f^e^iopjLfnJf^ iftaqe^gre, 

O poesis Anglicanse pater, atqub obnditor, duracere, 

Vatum pfrt^ qfffsge^^PM^ m^9fi^ «^l>antium 
JSpa d^deo^M^ ^9mm 

,QumK yi!Ym0t ^m^pTj 
ISps); obitpim pia mmm^ 

Hoc jtti fpxMW pom vwluit 

J. PHiLipfi, Sffj^HIAWj $. T. iP. «vchidiaconi 

Salop, filiuf Hfijd^w <^ bamptonice 

1^ f^gtff Qms^ ]df^ «0» 1679. 

Om Hmfi^i^, V^ U, 1708. 



Philips kftt faecrn BikmAjB praisdl, wsdMnit contra- 
diction, as a man modest, blamdess, and pious; who 
bore narrowness of fortune without discontent, and 
tedious and painful maladies without impatience ; 
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beloved by those that knew bun, but not ambitious 
to be known. He was probably not formed for a 
wide cdrde. His conversation is commended for 
its innocent gaiety, which seems to have flowed only 
among his intimates, for I have been told, that he 
was in company silent and barren, and employed 
only upon the pleasures of his pipe. His addiction 
to tobacco is mentioned by one of his biographei's, 
who remarks that in all his writings, except Blen- 
heim, he has found an opportunity of celebrating 
the fragrant fume. In common life he was proba^ 
biy ohe of those who please by not offending, and 
whose person was loved because his writings were 
admired. He died honoured and lamented, before 
any part of his reputation had withered, and before 
his patron St John had disgraced him. 

His works are few. The Splendid Shilling has 
the uncommon merit of an original design, unless it 
may be thought precluded by the ancient Centos. 
To degrade the sounding words and stately con- 
struction of Milton, by an application to the lowest 
and most trivial things, gratUies the mind with a 
momentary triumph over that grandeur which 
hitherto held its captives in admiration ; the words 
and things are presented with a new appearance, 
and novelty IS always grateful where it gives no 
pain. 

But the merit of such performances begins and 
ends with the first author. He that should again 
adapt Milton's phrase to the gross incidents of .com- 
mon life, and even adapt it with more art, which 
would not be difficult, must yet expect but a small 
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part of the praise which Philips has obtained ; he 
can only hope to be considered as the repeater of a 
jest. 

Tlie parody on Milton," says Gildon, " is the 
only tolerable production of its author." This is 
a censure too dogmatical and violent. The poem of 
Blenheim was never denied to be tolerable, even by 
those who do not allow its supreme excellence. It 
is indeed the poem of a scholar^ aU inexpert of war ; 
of a man who writes books fi-om books, and studies 
the world in a college. He seems to have formed 
his ideas of the field of Blenheim from the battles of 
the heroic ages, or the tales of chivalry, with very 
little comprehension of the qualities necessary to the 
composition of a modem hero, which Addison has 
displayed with so much propriety. He makes Marl- 
borough behold at a distance the slau^ter made by 
Tallard, then haste to encounter and restrsdn him, 
and mow his way through ranks made heedless by 
his sword. 

He imitates Milton's numbers indeed, but imi- 
tates them very injudiciously. Deformity is easily 
copied ; and whatever there is in Milton which the 
reader wishes away, all that is obsolete, peculiar, or 
licentious, is accumulated with great care by Philips. 
Milton's verse was harmonious, in proportion to the 
general state of our metre in Milton's age ; and, if 
he had written after the improvements made by 
Dryden, it is reasonable to believe that he would 
have admitted a more pleasing modulation of num- 
bers into his work ; but Philip sits down with a re- 
solution to make no more music than he found ; to 
want all that his master wanted, though he is very 
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far from having what his master had. Those aspe- 
rities, therefore, that 'are venerable in the Paradise 
Lost, are contemptible in the Blenheim. 

There is a Latin ode written to his patron St 
John, in return for a present of wine and tobac- 
co, which cannot be passed without notice. It is 
gay and elegant, and exhibits several artful accom- 
modations of classic expressions to new purposes. It 
seems better turned than the ode of Hannes. 

To the poem on Cider, written in imitation of 
the Greorgics, may be given this peculiar praise, 
that it is grounded in truth ; that the precepts whicih 
it contains are exact and just ; and that it is there- 
fore at once, a book of entertainment and of science. 
This I was told by Miller, the great gardener and 
botanist, whose expression was, that '^ there were 
" many books written on the same subject in prose, 
** which do not contain so much truth as that poeqn. 

In the disposition of his matter, so as to inter- 
sperse precepts relating to the culture of trees widi 
sentiments more generally alluring, and in easy and 
graceful tranntuMis from one subject to another 
he has very diligently imitated hia master ; but he 
unhappily pleased himself with blank verse, and 
supposed that the numbers of Milton, whidi im* 
press the mind with vaieration, combined as th^ 
are with subjects of inconceivable grandeur, could 
be sustained by images which at most can rise only 
to elegance. Contending angels may shake the re- 
gions of heaven in blank verse ; but the flow of 
equal measures, and the embellishment of rhyine^ 
must recommend to our attention the art of engraft- 
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ing, and decide the merit of the redstreak and 
pearmain. 

What study could confer. Philips had obtained 
but natural deficience cannot be supplied. He 
seems not bom to greatness and elevation. He is 
never lofty, nor does he oft«n surprise with im- 
expected excellence : but perhaps to his last poem 
may be applied what Tully said of the work of 
Lucretius, that ** it is written with much art, though 
•* with few blazes of genius.'' 

The following fragment, written by Edmund Smith, 
upon the works of Philips, has been transcribed 
from the Podleian manuscripts. 

** A Pre&tory Discourse to the Poem on Mr Philips^ 
with a character of his writings. 
<<It is altogether as equitable some account 
should be given of those who have distinguished 
themselves by their writings, as of those who are 
renowned for great actions. It is but reasonable 
ihey^ who contribute so much to the immortality of 
others,'should have some share in it themselves ; and 
since their genius only is discovered by their works, 
it is just that their virtues should be recorded by 
llieir friends. For no modest men (as the person 1 
write of was in perfection) will write their own 
panegyrics; and it is very hard that they should 
go without reputation, only because they the more 
deserve it. The end of writing Lives is for the 
imitation of the readers. It will be in the power of 
very few to imitate the duke of Malb(NX>ugh : we 
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must be ocmtent with admiring his great qualities 
and actions, without hopes of following them. The 
private and social virtues are more easily transcribed. 
The life of Cowley is more instructive, as well as 
more fine, than any we have in our language, and 
it is to be wished, since Mr Philips had so many 
of the good qualities of that poet, that I had some 
of the abilities of his historian. 

The Grecian philosophers have had their lives 
written, their morals commended, and their sayings 
recorded. Mr Philips had all the virtues to which 
most of them only pretended, and all their integrity 
witiiout any of their affectation. 

The French are very jiist to eminent men in this 
point ; not a learned man nor a poet can die, but 
all Europe must be acquainted wi^ his accompUsh- 
ments. They ^ve pndse, and expect it in their 
turns: they commend their Patrus and Molieres 
as well as their Condes and Turennes ; their Felli- 
sons and Racines have their elegies, as well as the 
prince whom they celebrate ; and their poems, their 
mercuries, and orations, nay their very gazettes, are 
filled with the praises of the learned. 

I am satisfied, had they a Philips among them, 
and known how to value him ; had they one of his 
learning, his temper, but above all of that particu- 
lar turn of humour, that altogether new genius, he 
had been an example to their poets, and a subject of 
their panegyrics, and perhaps set in competition 
with the andehts, to whom only he ought to submit. 

I shall therefore endeavour to do justice to his me- 
ory since nobody else undertakes it And indeed I 
can assign no cause why so many of bis aeqnaintange 
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(thiut are as willing and more able : than myaelf to 
give anaccount of hiin)should forbear to celebrate tbe 
memory of one so dear to them, but only that they 
look upon it as a work entirely belonging to me. 

I shall content myself with giving only a diarae* 
ter of the person and his writings, without meddling 
with the transactions of his life, which was altogether 
private: I shall only make this known obser- 
vation of his &mily, that their was scarcely so many 
extraordinary men in any one. I have been ao* 
quainted with five of his brothers (of which three 
are still living), all men of fine parts, yet all of a 
very unlike temper and genius. So that thedr firuit- 
fiil mother, like the mother of the gods^ seems to 
have produced a numerous ofispring, all of diffi^ 
rent, though uncommon faculties. Of the living,, 
neither their modesty, nor the humour of the pre- 
sent age, permits me to speak : of the dead, I may 
say something. 

One of them had made the greatest progress in 
the study of the law of nature and nations d any 
one I know. He had perfectly mastered, and even 
improved the notions of Grotius^ and the more re- 
fined ones of PufTendorf. He could refute Hobbes 
with as much solidity as some of greater name, and 
expose him with as much wit as Echard. That 
noble study, which requires the greatest reach of 
reason and nicety of distinction, was not at all dif- 
ficult to him. 'Twas a national loss to be deprived 
of one who understood a science so necessary, and 
yetso unknown in England. I shall add only, he had 
the same honesty and sincerity as the person I write 
of, but more heat ; the former was morf-inclined to 
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arfue, the latter to divert : the one employed his 
reason mwe ; the other his imagination : the form- 
er had been well qualified fcnr those posts, which 
the modesty of the latter made him refuse. His 
other dead brother would have bSen an ornament 
to the college of which he was a member. He had 
a genius either for poetry or oratory ; and, though 
very young, composed several very agreeable 
pieces. In all probability he would have written 
as finely as his brother did nobly. He* might have 
been die Waller, as the other was the Milton, of 
his time. The one might celebrate Marlborough, 
the other his beautiful offspring. This had liot been 
so fit to describe the actions of heroes as the virtues 
of prii^te men. In a word, he had been fitter for 
lAiy place ; and, while his brother was writing upon 
tiie greatest men that any age ever produced, in a 
style equal to them, he might have served as a 
panegyrist on him. 

This is all I think necessary to say of his family. 
I shall proceed to himself and his writings ; which 
I shall first treat of, because I know they are 
censured by som^ out of envy, and more out of 
ignorance. 

The Splendid Shilling, which is far the least con- 
siderable, has the more general reputation, and per- 
haps h^ders the character of the rest. The style 
agreed so well with the burlesque, that the igno- 
rant thought it could become nothing else. Every 
body is pleased with that work. But to judge right- 
ly of the other, requires a perfect mastery of poet- 
ry and criticism, a just contempt of the little turns 
and witticisms now in vogue, and, above all, a 
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perfect understanding of poetical diction and 
scription. 

All that have any taste for poetry will agree, tiiat 
the great burlesque is much to be preferred to the 
low. It is much easier to make a great thing ap- 
pear little, than a little one great: Cotton and 
others of a very low genius have done the for- 
mer; but Philips, Garth, and Boileau, only the 
latter. 

A picture in miniature is every painter's talent } 
but a piece for a cupola, where all the figures are 
enlarged, yet proportioned to the eye, requires a 
master's hand. 

It must still be more acceptable than the low 
burlesque, because the images of the latter are 
mean and filthy, and the language itself entirely 
unknown to all men of good breeding. The style 
of Billingsgate would not make a very agreeaUe 
figure at St James's. A gentieman would take but 
little pleasure in language, which he would think it 
hard to be accosted in, or in reading words which 
he could not pronounce without blushing. Th^ 
lofty burlesque is the more to be admired, because, 
to write it, the author must be master of two of the 
most different talents in nature. A talent to find 
out and expose what is ridiculous, is very different 
firom that which is to raise and elevate. We must 
read Virgil and Milton tor the one, and Horace and 
Hubidras for the other. We know that the authors 
of excellent comedies have often failed in the grave 
style, and the tragedian as often in comedy. Ad- 
miration and laughter are of such opposite natures, 
that they are seldom created by the same person. 
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The man of mirth is always observing the follies and 
weaknesses, the serious writer the virtues or crimes, 
of mankind ; one is pleased w^th contemplating a 
beau^theother ahero; evenfromthesame object they 
would draw different ideas : Achilles would appear 
in very different lights to Thersites and Alexander ; 
the one would admire the courage and greatness of 
his soul ; the other would ridicule the vanity and 
rashness of bis temper. As the satyrist says to 
Hannibal; 

——I, curre per Alpes^ 
Ut pueris placeae^ et dedamatio fias. 

The contrariety of style to the subject pleases the 
more strongly, because it is more surprising ; the 
expectation of the reader is pleasantly deceived, who 
expects an humble style from the subject, or a great 
subject from the style. It pleases the more univer- 
sally, because it is agreeable to the taste both of the 
grave and the merry ; but more particularly so to 
those who have a relish of the best writers, and the 
noblest sort of poetry. I shall produce only cue 
passage out of this poet, which is the misfortune of 
his Galligaskins : 

My Galligaskins^ which have lopg withstood 

The winter's fury and encroaching frosts. 

By time subdued (wh^t will not time subdue 1) 

This is admirably pathetical, and shews Very well 
the vicissitudes of sublunary things. Th&rest goes 
on to a prodigious height ; and a man in Greenland 
could hardly have made a more pathetic and ter- 
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rible complaint Is it not surprising that the sub- 
ject should be so mean, and the verse so pompous, 
that the le^t things in his poetry, as in a micros- 
cope, should grow great and formidable to tfie eye; 
especially considering that, not understanding 
French, he had no model for his style ? that he 
should have no writer to imitate, and himself be ini- 
mitable? that he should do all this befwe he was twen- 
ty, at an age which is usually pleased with a glare of 
false thoughts, little turns, and unnatural fiistion ? 
at an age, at which Cowley, Dryden, and, I had al- 
most said Virgil, were inconsiderable ? So soon was 
his imagination at its fuU strength, his judgment 
ripe, and his humour complete. 

This poem was written for his own diversion, 
without any design of publication. It was com- 
municated but to me ; but soon spread, and fell 
into the hands of pirates. It was put oul^ vilely 
mangled, by Ben Bragge ; and impudently said to 
be corrected by the author. This grievance is now 
grown more epidemical ; and no man now has a 
right to his own thoughts, or a title to his own 
writings. Xenophon answered the Persian who 
demanded his arms, ^' we have nothing now left 
"but our arms and our valour : if. we surrender the 
" one, how shall we make use of the other?" Poets 
have nothing but their wits and their writings ; 
and if they are plundered of the latter, I don't see 
what goqd the former can do them. Ta pirate, and 
publicly own it, to prefix their names to the works 
they steal, to own and avow the theft, I believe, 
was never yet heard of but in England. It will 
sound oddly to posterity, that, in a polite nation, in 
an enlightened age, under the direction of the most 
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wise, most leamed, and most genomis enoouragers 
of knowledge in the world, the property of a me- 
chanic should be better secured than that of a scho* 
lar ! that the poorest manual operations should be 
more valued than the noblest fnroducts of the brain ! 
that it should be felony to rob a cobler of a pair of 
shoes, and no crime to deprive the best author of 
his whole subsistence 1 that nothing should make 
a man a sure title to his own writings but the stu- 
pidity of them ! that the works of Dryden should 
meet with less encouragement than those of his 
own Fledmoe, or Blackmore ! that Tillotson and 
St Geoige, Tom Thumb and Temple, should be set 
on an equal foot ! This is the reason why this very 
piqper has been so long delayed ; and, while the ifiost 
impudent and scandalous libels are publicly vended 
by the pirates, this innocent work is forced to steal 
abroad as if it were a libel. 

Our present writers are by these wretches redu- 
ced to the same condition Virgil was, when the ceo- 
turicHi seized on his estate. But I don't doubt 
but I can fix Upon the Maecenas of the present age, 
that will retrieve them from it But, whatever 
effect this piracy may have upon us, it contributed 
very much to the advantage of Mr Philips : it help- 
ed him to a reputation which he neither desired 
nor expected, and to the honour of being put upon 
a work of which he did not think himself capable : 
but the event shewed his modesty. And it was 
reasonable to hope, that he who could raise mean 
subjects so high, should still be more elevatM on 
greater themes ; that he that could draw such noble 
ideas from a shilling, could not fail upon such » 
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sttbjeet as the duke of Marlborough, which is capa- 
ble of heightening even the most low and trijQing 
genius. And, indeed, most of the great works 
which have been produced in the world have been 
owing less to the poet than the patron. Men of the 
greatest genius are sometimes lazy, and want a spur ; 
often modest and dare not venture in public : They 
certainly know their faults in the worst things ; ami 
even their best things they are not fond of, l&ecause 
the idea o£ what they ought to be is far above what 
they are. This induced me to believe that Virgil 
desired his works might be burnt, had not the same 
Augustus that desired him to write them, preserv- 
ed them from destruction. A scribbling beau may 
imagine a poet may be induced to write, by the 
very pleasure he finds in writing ; but that is seldom 
when people are necessitated to it I have known 
men row, and use very hard labour, for diversion, 
wliich if they had been tied to, they would have 
thought themselves very unhappy. 

But to return to Blenheim, that work so much 
admired by some, and censured by oth^:^. I have 
often wished he had wrote it in Latin, that he might 
be out of the reach of the empty critic, who could 
have as little understood his meaning in that Ian- ' 
guage as they do his beauties in his own. . 

False critics have been the plague of all ages. 
Milton himself, in a very polite courts has been 
compared to the rumbling of a wheel-barrow : he 
had been on the wrong side, and therefore could 
not be a good poet. And this, perhaps^ may be 
Mr FhiUps' case. 

But I take generally the ignorance of his readers 



J« PHILIPS. SOI 

to be the occasion of their dislikei People that have 
formed their taste upon the French writers can have 
no relish for Philips ; they admire points and tmms^ 
and consequently have no judgment of what is 
great and majestic; be must look little in their 
ey^s^ when he soars so high as to be almost out of 
their view. I cannot therefore allow any admirer 
of the French to be a judge of Blenheim, nor any 
who takes Bouhours for a complete critic^ He gen-^ 
erally judges of the ancients by the modems, and 
not the modems by the ancients ; he takes those 
passages of their own authors to be really sublime 
which come the nearest to it ; he often calls that a 
ndbk and a great thought, which is only a pretty 
and a fine one ; and has more instances of the sub- 
lime out of Ovid de Tristibus, than he hlu» opt of 
all Virgil. 

I shall allow, therefore, only those to be judges 
of Philips, who make the andents, and particularly 
Virgil, their standard. 

But, before I enter on this subject, I shall con^ 
sider what is particular in the style of Philips, and 
examine what ought to be the style of heroic poet- 
ry ; and next enquire how far he is come up to 
that style^ 

His style is particular, because he lay& aside 
rhyme, and writes in blank verse, and used old 
words, and frequently postpones the adjective to the 
substantive, and the substantive to the verb ; and 
leaves out little particles, a and the ; her and ^; 
and uses frequent appositions. Now let us examine, 
whether these alterations of style be conformable to 
the trae sublime. * 
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?▼ ILLIAM Walsh, the son of Joseph Walsh, Esq. 
of Abberley in Worcestershire, was born in 1668, 
as appears from the account of Wood, who relates 
that at the age of fifteen he became, in 1678, a 
gentleman ^commoner of Wadham college. * 

He left the university without a degree, and pur- 
sued his studies in London and at home. That he 
studied, in whatever place, is apparent from the 
effect, for he became, in Mr Dryden's opinion, the 
best critic in the nation. 

He was not, however, merely a critic or a scholar, 
but a man of fashion, and, as Dennis remarks, osten- 
tatiously splendid in his dress. He was likewise a 
member of parliament and a courtier, knight of the 
fihire for his native county in several pariiaments ; 
in another the representative of Ridimond in York- 
shire ; and gentleman of the horse to Queen Anne, 
under the duke of Somerset ^ 

Some of his verses shew him to have been a 
zealous firiend to the revolution ; but his political 
^our did not abate his reverence or kindness for 
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Dryden, to whom he gave a dissertation on Virgil's 
pastorals, in which, however studied, he discovers 
some ignorance of the laws of French versification. 

In 1705, he began to correspond with Mr Pope, 
in whom he discovered veiy early the power of 
poetry. Their letters are written upon the pastorsd 
comedy of the Italians, and those pastorals which 
Pope was then preparing to publish. 

The kindnesses which are first experienced are 
seldom forgotten. Pope al\^ays retained a grateful 
memory of Walsh's notice, and mentioned him in 
one of his htet pieces among those that had en- 
couraged his juvenile studies. 

Granville the polite, 



And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write. 

In his essay on criticism he had given him more 
splendid praise ; and, in the opinion of his learned 
commentator, sacrifised a little of his judgment to 
his gratitude. 

I'he time of his death I have not learned. It must 
have happened between 1707, when he wrote to 
Pope, and 1711, when Pope praised him in his essay. 
The epitaph makes him forty-six years old: if 
Wood's account be right, he died in 1709. 

He is known more by his familiarity with greater 
men, than by any thing done or written by himself. 

His works are not numerous. In prose he wrote 
Eugenia, a defence of women ; which Dryden ho- 
noured with a preface. 

Esculapius, or the Hospital of Fools, published 
after his death. 

** A collection of letters and poems, amorous and 
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gallant,^ was published in the volumes called 
Dryden's MiseeUany, and some other occasional 
pieces. 

. To his Poems and Letters is prefixed a very ju- 
didous preface upon epistolary composition and 
amorous poetry. 

In his " CJolden Age restored," there was some- 
thing of humour, while the facts were recent ; but 
it now strikes no longer. In his imitation of HoraoCt 
the first stanzas are happily turned ; and in all his 
writings there are pleasing passages. He has, how- 
ever, more elegance than vigour, and seldom rises 
higher than to be pretty. 
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Cfp the great poet whose life I am about to deli- 
neate^ the curiosity which his reputation must ex- 
cite will require a display more ample than can now 
be given^ His contemporaries, however they re- 
verenced his genius, left his life unwritten; and 
nothing therefore can be known beyond what ca- 
sual mention and uncertain tradition have supplied. 

John Dryden was bom August 9, 16S1, at Aid- 
winkle near Oundle, the son of Erasmus Dryden 
of Titchmersh ; who was the third son of Sir Eras- 
mus Dryden, baronet, of Canons Ashby. All these 
places are in Northamptonshire ; but the original 
stock of the family was in the county of Hunting- 
don. 

He is reported by his last biographer, Derrick, to 
have inherited from his fiither an estate of two hun« 
dred a-year, and to have been bred, as was said, an 
Anabaptist. For either of these particulars no au- 
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thority is given. Such a fortune ought to have se- 
cured him from that poverty which seems always 
to have oppressed him ; or, if he had wasted it, to 
have made him ashamed of publishing his necessi- 
ties. But though he had many enemies, who un- 
doubtedly examined his life with a scrutiny suffi- 
ciently malicious, I do not remember that he is ever 
charged with waste of his patrimony. He was in- 
deed sometimes reproached for his first religion. I 
am therefore inclined to believe that Derrick's in- 
telligence was partly true, and partly erroneous. 

From Westminster school, where he was instruct- 
ed as one of the king's scholars by Dr Busby, whom 
he long after continued to reverence, he was in 
1650 elected to one of the Westminster scholarships 
at Cambridge. 

Of his school performances has appeared only a 
poem on the death of Lord Hastings, composed 
with great ambition of such conceits as, notwith- 
standing the reformation begun by Waller and 
Denham, the example of Cowley still kept in repu- 
tation. Lord Hastings died of the small-pox ; and 
his poet has made of the pustules first rosebuds, and 
then gems ; at last exalts them into stars, and says. 

No comet need foretel his change drew on^ 
Wliose corpse might seem a constellation. 

At the university he does not appear to have 
been eager of poetical distinction, or to have la\ash- 
ed his early wit either on fictitious subjects, or pub- 
lic occasions. He probably considered that he who 
proposed to be an author, ought first to be a stu- 
dent. He obtained, whatever was the reason, no 
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/ellowship in the college. Why he was exqluded 
cannot now be known, and it is vain to guess ; had 
he thought himself injured, he knew how to com- 
plain. In the life of Plutarch he mentions his edu- 
cation in the college with gratitude ; but, in a pro- 
logue at Oxford, he has these lines ; 

Oxford to him a dearer name shall be 

Tiian his own mother-university ; 

Thebes did his rude^ unknowing youth engage : 

He chooses Athens in his riper age. 

It was not till the deatli of CromweD, in 1658, 
that he became a public candidate for fame, by pub- 
lishing "Heroic Stanzas on the late lord protector ;" 
which, compared with the verses of Sprat and Wal- 
ler on the same occasion, were sufficient to raise 
great expectations of the rising poet. 

When the king was restored, Dryden, like the 
other panegyrists of usurpation, changed his opin- 
ion, or his profession, and published " Astrea Re- 
*' dux ;" a poem on the happy restoration and re- 
turn of his most sacred majesty King Charles the 
Second. 

The reproach of inconstancy was, on this occasioYi, 
shared with such numbers, that it produced neither 
hatred nor disgrace ! if he changed, he changed with 
the nation. It was, however, not totally forgotten 
when his reputation raised him enemies. 

The same year he praised the new king in a se- 
cond poem on his restoration. In the Astrea was 
the line, 

An horrid stillness first invades the ear. 
And in that silence we a tempest fear— 
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for which he was prosecuted with perpetual ridi- 
cule, perhaps with more than was deserved. Si- 
lence is indeed mere privation ; « and, so considered, 
cannot invade ; but privation likewise certainly is 
darkness, and probably cold ; yet poetry has never 
been refused the right of ascribing effects or agency 
to them as to positive powers. No man scruples 
to say that darkness hinders him from his work ; or 
that cold has killed the plants. Death is also pri- 
vation ; yet who has made any difficulty of assign- 
ing to death a dart and the power of strikmg ? 

In settling the order of his works there is some 
difficulty ; for, even when they are important 
enough to be formally offered to a patron, he does 
not commonly date his dedication ; the time of writ- 
ing and publishing is not always the same ; nor can 
the first editions be easily found, if even from them 
could be obtained the necessary information. 

The time at which his first play was exhibited is 
not certainly known, because it was not printed till 
it was, some years afterwards, altered and revived ; 
but since the plays are said to be printed in the 
order in which they were written, from the dates of 
some^ those of others may be inferred ; and thus it 
may be collected, that in 1668, in the thirty-second 
year of his life, he commenced a writer for the stage; 
compeUed undoubtedly by necessity, for he appears 
never to have loved that exercise of his genius, or 
to have much pleased himself with his own dramas. 

Of the stage, when he had once invaded it, he 
kept possession for many years ; not indeed without 
tiie competition of rivals who sometimes prevailed, 
or the censure of critics, which was often poignant 
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and often just; but with such a degree of reputation 
as made him at least secure of being heard, what- 
ever might be the final determination of the public. 

His first piece was a comedy called the " Wild 
" GaUant." He began with no happy auguries ; for 
his performance was so much disapproved, that he 
was compelled to recal it, and change it from its 
imperfect state to the form in which it now appears, 
and which is yet sufficiently defective to vindicate 
the critics. 

I wish that there were no necessity of following 
the progress of his theatrical fame, or tracing the 
meanders of his mind through the whole series of 
his dramatic performances ; it will be fit, however, 
to enumerate them, and to take especial notice of 
those that are distinguished by any peculiarity, in- 
trinsic or concomitant ; for the composition and fate 
of eight-and-twenty dramas include too much of a 
poetical life to be omitted. 

In 1664, he published the " Rival Ladies," which 
he dedicated to the earl of Orrery, a man of high 
reputation both as a writer and as a statesman. In 
this play he made his essay of dramatic rhyme, . 
which he defends, in his dedication, with sufficient 
certainty of a favourable hearing ; for Orrery was 
himself a writer of rhyming tragedies. 

He then joined with Sir Robert Howard in the 
'• Indian Queen," a tragedy in rhyme. The parts 
which either of them wrote are not distinguished. 

The " Indian Emperor" was published in 1667. 
It is a tragedy in rhyme, intended for a sequel to 
" Howard's Indian Queen." Of this connection 
notice was given to the audience by printed bills. 
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distributed at the door ; an expedient supposed to 
be ridiculed in the Rehearsal, where Bayes tells how 
many reams he has printed, to instil into the au- 
dience some conception of his plot. 

In this play is the description of night, which 
Rymer has made famous by preferring it to those 
of all other poets. 

The practice of making tragedies in rhyme was 
introduced soon after the restoration, as it seems, by 
the Earl of Orrery, in compliance with the opinion 
of Charles the Second, who had formed his taste by 
the French theatre ; and Dryden, who wrote, and 
made no difficulty of declaring that he wrote only 
to please, and who perhaps knew that by his dexte- 
rity of versification he was more likely to excel 
others in rhyme than without it, very readily adopt- 
ed his master's preference. He therefore made 
rhyming tragedies, till, by the prevalence of ma- 
nifest propriety, he seems to have grown ashamed 
of making them any longer. 

To this play is prefixed a very vehement defence 
of dramatic rhyme, in confutation of the preface 
to the Duke of Lerma, in which Sir Robert How- 
ard had censured it. 

In 1667 he published Annus Mirahilts^ the Year 
of Wonders, which may be esteemed one of his most 
elaborate works. 

It is addressed to Sir Robert Howard by a let- 
ter, which is not properly a dedication ; and, writ- 
ing to a poet, he has interspersed many critical ob- 
servations, of which some are common, and some 
perhaps ventured without much consideration. He 
began, even now, to exercise the domination of con- 
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scious genius^ by recommending his own perform- 
ance : " I am satisfied that, as the prince and general 
[Rupert and Monk] are incomparably the best 
subjects I ever had, so what I have written on 
them is much better than wliat I have perform- 
" ed on any other. As I have endeavoured to adorn 
" my poem with noble thoughts, so much more to 
*' express those thoughts with elocution." 

It is written in quatrains, or heroic stanzas of 
four lines ; a measure which he had learned from the 
Gondibert of Davenant, and which he then thought 
the most majestic that the English language affords. 
Of this stanza he mentions the incumbrances, en- 
creased as they were by the exactness which the age 
required. It was, throughout his life, very much 
his custom to recommend his works by representa- 
tion of the difficulties that he had encountered, 
without appearing to have sufficiently considered, 
that where there is no difficulty there is no praise. 

There seems to be, in the conduct of Sir Robert 
Howard and Dryden towards each other, something 
that is not now easily to be explained. Drj'den, in 
his dedication to the Earl of Orrery, had defended 
dramatic rhyme ; and Howard, in the preface to a 
collection of plays, had censured his opinion. Dry- 
den vindicated himself in his Dialogue on Dramatic 
Poetry : Howard, in his preface to the Duke of I jcr- 
ma, animadverted on the "vindication; and Dryden, 
in a preface to the Indian Emperor, replied to the 
animadversions with great asperity, and almost with 
Contumely. The dedication to this play is dated the 
year in which the Annus Mirabilis Avas published. 
He re-appears a strange inconsistency ; but Lang- 
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baine aSbrds some help^ by relating that the answer 
to Howard was not published in the first edition of 
the play, but was added when it was 'afterwards re- 
printed ; and as the Duke of Lerma did not appear 
till 1668, the same year in which the dialogue was 
published, there was time enough for enmity to grow 
up between authors, who, writing both /or the thea- 
tre, were natiually rivals. 

He was now so much distinguished, that in 1668 
he succeeded Sir William Davenant as poet-laureat. 
The salary of the laureat had been raised in favour 
of Jonson,* by Charles the First, from an hundred 
marks to one hundred pounds a-year, and a tierce 
of wine ; a revenue in those days not inadequate to 
the conveniences of life. 

The same year, he published his Essay on Drama- 
tic Poetry, an elegant and instructive dialogue, in 
which we are told, by Prior, that the principal cha- 
racter is meant to represent the duke of Dorset 
This work seems to have ^ven Addison a model for 
his Dialogues upon Medals. 

" Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen"* (1668,) is a 
tragi-comedy. In the preface he discusses a cu- 
rious question, whether a poet can judge well of his 
own productions ? and determines very justly, that, 
of the plan and disposition, and all that can be re- 
duced to principles of science, the author may de- 
pend upon his own opinion ; but that, in those parts 
where fancy predominates, self-love may easily de- 
ceive. He might have observed, that what is good 
only becauses it pleases, cannot be pronounced good 
till it has been found to please. 

'' Sir Martin-mar-all" (1668) is a comedy, pubUsh- 
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ed without preface or dedication, and at first with- 
out the name of the author. Langbaine charges it^ 
like most of the rest, with plagiarism ; and observes, 
that the song is translated from Voiture, allowing, 
however, that both the sense and measure are ex- 
actly observed. 

"The Tempest" (1670,) is an alteration of Shak- 
speare's play, made by Dryden in conjunction with 
Davenant ; " whom," says he, " I found of so quick 
"a fancy, that nothing was proposed to him in 
^ which he could not suddenly produce a thought 
" extremely pleasant and surprising ; and those first 
" thoughts of his, contrary to the Latin proverb, 
" were not always the least happy ; and as his fancy 
" was quick, so likewise were the products of it re- 
" mote and new. He borrowed not of any other ; 
*' and his imaginations were such as could not easi- 
** ly enter into any other man." 

The effect produced by the conjunction of these 
two powerful minds was, that to Shakspeare's mon- 
ster, Caliban, is added a sister monster, Sycorax $ 
and a woman who, in the original play, had never 
seen a man, is in this brought acquainted with a 
man that had never seen a woman. 

About this time, in 1673, Dryden seems to have 
had his quiet much disturbed by the success of the 
" Empress of Morocco," a tragedy written in rhyme 
by Elkanah Settle ; wliich was so much applaudcfd 
as to make him think his supremacy of reputation 
in some danger. Settle had not only been prosper- 
ous on the stage, but, in the confidence of success^ 
had published his play, with sculptures and a pre- 
face of defiance. Here was one offence added to 
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another ; and, for the last blast of inflammation, it 
was acted at Whitehall by the court-ladies. 

Dryden could not now repress those emotions, 
which he called indignation, and others jealousy ; 
but wrote upon the play and the dedication such 
criticism as malignant impatience could pour out in 
haste. 

Of Settle he gives this character ; " He's an ani- 
" mal of a most deplored understanding, without 
reading and conversation. His being is in a twi- 
light of sense, and some glimmering of thought, 
which he can never fashion into wit or English. 
His style is boisterous and rough-hewn, his rhyme 
** incorrigibly lewd, and his numbers perpetually 
« harsh and ill-sounding. The little talent which he 
" has, is fancy. He sometimes labours with a thought, 
** but, with the pudder he makes to bring it into 
" the world, 'tis commonly still-bom ;2^so that, for 
" want of learning and elocution, he will never be 
able to express any thing either naturally or just- 

This is not very decent ; yet this is one of the 
pages in which criticism prevails over brutal fury. 

He proceeds : " He has a heavy hand at fools, 
'* and a great felicity in writing nonsense for them. 
" Fools they will be in spite of him. His King, his 
** two Empresses, his Villain, and his Sub-villain, 
** nay his Hero, have all a certain natural cast of the 
''father — their folly was bom and bred in them, 
" and something of the Elkanah will be visible." 

This is Dryden's general declamation. I will not 
withhold from the reader a particular remark. Ha- 
vhig gone through the first act, he says, « To con- 
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elude this act with the most rumbling piece of 
nonsense spoken. yet : 

'^ To flattering lightning our feign'd smiles conform, 
" Which, back'd with thunder, do but gild a storm. 
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Conform a smile to light ning, make a sviile imitate 
lightningy and Jlatterifig lightning: Lightning 
*' sure is a threatening thing. And this lightning 
" must gild a storm. Now, if I must conform by 
** smiles to lightning, then my smiles must gild a 
** storm too : to gild with smiles, is a new invention 
" of gilding. And gild a storm by being hacked 
with thunder. Thunder is part of the storm ; so 
one part of the storm must help to giUl another 
" part, and help by hacking ; as if a man would 
gild a thing the better for being backed, or ha- 
ving a load upon his back. So that here is gilding 
by conforming^ smiling^ lightnings hackings and 
** thundering. The whole is as if I should say thus : 
" I will make my counterfeit smiles look like a flat- 
tering stone-horse, which, being backed with a 
trooper, does but gild the battle. I am mistaken 
" if nonsense is not here pretty thick sown. Sure 
" the poet writ tliese two lines a-board some smack 
'' in a storm, and, being sea-sick, spewed up a good 
"' lump of clotted nonsense at once." 

Here is perhaps a sufficient specimen ; but as the 
pamphlet, though Dryden's, has never been thought 
worthy of republication, and is not easily to be 
found, it may gratify curiosity to quote it more 
largely. 
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" ^Whene'er she bleeds, 

" He no severer a damnation needs, 

" That dar^ pronounce the sentence of her death, 

*' Than the infection that attends that breath. 

^ That attends that breath. — ^The poet is at breath 
again ; breath caji never 'scape him ; and here he 
brings in a breath that must be infecticms with 
pronouncing a sentence ; and this sentence is not 
" to be pronounced till the condemned party bleeds ; 
**• that is, she must be executed first, and sentenced 
" after : And the pronouncing of this sentence will 
** be infectious ; that is, others wiU catch the disease 
" of that sentence, and this infecting of others will 
" torment a man's self. The whole is thus ; when 
" she bleeds^ thou needest no greater hell or torment 
** to thyself, than infecting of others by pronouncing 
'* a sefitence upon her. What hodge-podge does 
** he make here ! Never was Dutch grout such 
" clogging, thick, indigestible stuff. But this is but 
a taste to stay the stomach ; we shall have a more 
plentifiil mess presently. 
" Now to dish up the poet's broth, that I pro- 
'* mised : 

'* For when we're dead, and our freed souls enlarg*d. 
Of nature's grosser burden we're discharged. 
Then, gently, as a happy lover's sigh, 
" Like wand'ring meteors through the air we'll fly, 
" And in our airy walk, as subtile guests, 
" We'll steal into our cruel fathers' breasts, 
" There read their souls, and trade each passion's sphere, 
*' See how revenge moves there, ambition here ! 
*^ And in their orbs view the dark characters 
" Of sieges, ruins, murders, blood, and warsu 
" We'll blot out all those hideous draughts, and write 
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'*' Pure and white fonns ; then with a radiant light 

" Their hreasts encircle, till their passions be 

" Gentle as nature in its infancy ; 

*' Till, soften'd by our charms, their furies cease, 

^* And their revenge resolves into a peace. 
Thus by our death their quarrel ends. 
Whom living we made foes, dead we'll make friends. 
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If this be not a very liberal mess, I will refer my- 
self to the stomach of any moderate guest. And 
a rare mess it is, far excelling any Westminster 
'* white-broth. It is a kind of giblet porridge, 
** made of the giblets of a couple of young geese, 
** stodged full of meteors, orbs, spheres, track, hi- 
** deous draughts, dark characters, white forms, and 
" radiant lights, designed not only to please appe- 
** ate, and indulge luxury, but it is also physical, 
** being an approved medicine to purge choler ; for 
'* it is propounded by Morena, as a receipt to cure 
** their fathers of their choleric humours ; and, 
'^ were it written in characters as barbarous as the 
** words, might very well pass for a doctor's bill. 
** To conclude : it is porridge, 'tis a receipt, 'tis a 
" pig with a pudding in the belly, 'tis I know not 
" what : for, certainly, never any one that pretended 
" to write sense had the impudence before to put 
^^ such stuff as this into the mouths of those that 
" were to speak it before an audience, whom he did 
" not take to be all fools ; and after that to print it 
" too, and expose it to the examination of the world. 
«^ But let us see what we can make of this stuff; 

*' For when we're dead, and our freed souls enlarg'd— 

" Here he tells us what it is to be dead ; it is to have 
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" our freed souls set free. Now, if to have a soul 
« set free, is to be dead ; then to have a freed soul 
^ set free, is to have a dead man die. 

*' Then gentle, as a happy lover's sigh — 

" They too Uke one sigh^ and that one sigh like 
" two wandering meteors. 
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—Shall fly through the air— 






" That is, they shall mount above like falling stars, 
** or else they shall skip like two jacks with lan- 
" thorns, or Will with a whisp, and Madge with 
^* a candle." 

And in their airy walk steal into their cruel fa- 
thers' breasts f like subtile guests. So " that their ^a- 
thers' breasts must be in an airy walk^ an airy 
walk of a flier. And there tJiey will read their 
soulsy and track the spheres of their passions. 
That is, these walking fliers, Jack with a lanthom, 
&c. will put on his spectacles, and fall a reading 
souls, and put on his pumps and fall a tracking^ 
" spheres : so that he wiD read and run, walk and fly 
« at the same time ! Oh ! Nimble Jack ! TTien he 

" will seCy how revenge here^ how ambition there 

" The birds will hop about. And then view the 
" dark chaj^acters of sieges, ruins , murders, blood, 
" and wars, in their orbs : Track the characters to 
" their forms ! Oh ! rare sport for Jack ! Never was 
" place so full of game as these breasts ! You can- 
*' not stir, but flush a sphere, start a character, or un- 
" kennel an orb !" 

Settle's is said to have been the first play embel- 
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lished with sculptures; those ornaments seem to 
have given poor Dryden great disturbance. He 
tries however to ease his pain by ventmg his maUcc 
in a parody. 

Tlie poet has not only been so impudent to 
expose all this stuffy but so arrogant to defend it 
** with an epistle ; like a saucy booth-keeper, that 
" when he had put a cheat upon the people, would 
** wrangle and fight with any that would not hke 
'• it, or would offer to discover it ; for which arro- 
gance our poet receives this correction ; and, to 
jerk him a little the sharper, I will not transpose 
** his verse, but by the help of his own words 
transnonsense sense, that, by my stuff, people 
may judge the better what hLs is : 

'* Great boy, thy tragedy and sculptures done, 
'' From press and plates, in fleets do homeward run ; 
" And, in ridiculous, and humble pride, 
*' Their course in ballad-singers' baskets guide, 
" Whose greasy twigs do all new beauties take. 
From the gay shews thy dainty sculptures make. 
Thy lines a mess of rhyming nonsense yield, 
" A senseless tale, with flattering fustian flU'd, 
No grain of sense does in one line appear. 
Thy words big bulks of boisterous bombast bear. 
With noise they move, and from players' mouths rebound. 
When their tongues dance to thy words' empty sound. 
By thee inspir'd the rumbling verses roll. 
As if that rhyme and bombast lent a soul ; 
And with that soul they seem taught duty too ; 
To huffing words does humble nonsense bow. 
As if it would thy worthless worth enhance^ 
To th' lowest rank of fops thy praise advance, 
To whom, by instinct, all thy stuff is dear : 
Their loud claps echo to the theatre. 
From breaths of fools tliy commendation spreads. 
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'' Fame singt thy praise with mouths of logger-heads. 
** With noise and laughing each thy fustian greets, 
^ 'Tis clapt by choirs of empty-headed cits, 
'^ Who have their tribute sent, and homage given, 
*' As men in whispers send loud noise to heaven. 

<< Thus I have daubed him with his own puddle : 
and now we are* come from a-board his dancings 
masking, rebounding, breathing fleet : and, as if 
'^ we had landed at Gotham, we meet nothing but 
" fools and nonsense.** 

Such was the criticism to which the genius of 
Dryden could be reduced, between rage and terror ; 
rage with little provocation, and terror with little 
danger. To see the highest mind thus levelled 
with the meanest, may produce some solace to the 
consciousness of weakness, and some mortification 
to the pride of wisdom. But let it be remembered 
that minds are not levelled in their powers but when 
they are first levelled in their desires. Dryden and 
Settle had both placed their happiness in the daps 
of multitudes. 

" An Evening's Love, or the Mock Astrologer," 
a comedy (1671)» is dedicated to the illustrious duke 
of Newcastle, whom he courts by adding to his 
praises those of his lady, not only as a lover but a 
partner of his studies. It is unpleasing to think 
how many names, once celebrated, are since forgot- 
ten. Of Newcastle's works nothing is now known 
but his Treatise on Horsemanship. 

The preface seems very elaborately written, and 
contains many just remarks on the fathers of the 
English drama. Shakspeare's plots, he says, are in 
the hundred novels of Cinthio ; those of Beaumont 
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and Fletcher in Spanish stories ; Jonson only made 
them for himself. His criticisms upon tragedy, 
comedy, and farce, are judicious and profound. He 
endeavours to defend the immorality of some of 
his comedies by the example of former writers ; 
which is only to say, that he was not the first nor 
perhaps the greatest offender. Against those that 
accused him of plagiarism he alleges a favourable 
expression of the king ; " He only desired that they 
" who accuse me of thefls, would steal him plays 
'• like mine ;" and then relates how much labour he 
spends in fitting for the English stage what he 
borrows from others. 

" Tyrannic Love, or the Virgin Martyr" (1672), 
was another tragedy in rhyme, conspicuous for 
many passages of strength and elegance, and many 
of empty noise and ridiculous turbulence. The 
rants of Maximin have been always the sport of 
criticism : and were at length, if his own confession 
may be trusted, the shame of the writer. 

Of this play he lias taken care to let the reader 
know, that it was contrived and written in seven 
weeks. AVant of time was oflen his excuse, or per- 
haps shortness of time was his private boast in the 
form of an apology. 

It was written before " the Conquest of Granada," 
but published after it. The design is to recommend 
piety. " I considered that pleasure w^as not the 
" only end of poesy ; and that even the instructions 
" of morality were not so wholly the business of a 
*' poet, as that the precepts and examples of piety 
" were to be omitted ; for to leave that employ- 
*•' ment altogether to the clergy, were to forget that 

VOL. IX. y 
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^^ religion was first taught in vcfse, which the lazi* 
'' ness or dullness of succeeding priesthood turned 
'' afterwards into prose. Thus foolishly could 
Dryden write, rather than not shew his malice to 
the parsons. 

Tlie two parts of " The Conquest of Granada'' 
(1672), are written with a seeming det^mination 
to glut the public with dramatic wonders, to exhibit 
in its highest elevation a theatrical metecnr of incre- 
dible love and impossible valour, and to leave no 
room for a wilder flight to the extravagance of pos- 
terity. All the rays of romantic heat, whether amo- 
rous or warlike, glow in Almanzor by a kind of 
concentration. He is above all laws ; he is exempt 
from all restraints ; he ranges the world at will, and 
governs wherever he appears. He fights without 
enquiring the cause, and loves in spite of the ob- 
ligations of justice, of rejection by his mistress, and 
of prohibition from the dead. Yet the scenes are, 
for the most part, delightful ; they exhibit a kind 
of illustrious depravity, and majestic madness, such 
as, if it is sometimes despised, is ofVen reverenced, 
and in which the ridiculous is mingled with the 
astonishing. 

In the epilogue to the second part of " The Con- 
" quest of Granada," Dryden indulges his favourite 
pleasure of discrediting his predecessors ; and this 
epilogue he has defended by a long postscript. He 
liad promised a second dialogue, in which he should 
more fully treat of the virtues and faults of the 
English poets, who have written in the dramatic, 
epic, or lyric way. This promise was never for- 
mally performed ; but, with respect to the dramatic* 
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writers, he has ^veti us in his prefaces, and in this 
postscript, something equivalent ; but his purpose 
being to exalt himself by the comparison, he shews 
faults distinctly, and only praises excellence in gene- 
ral terms. 

A play thus -written, in professed defiance of pro- 
bability, naturally drew upon itself the vultures of 
the theatre. One of the critics that attacked it was 
Martin CliflPord, to whom Sprat addressed the Life 
of Cowley, with such veneration of his critical 
powers as might naturally excite great expectations 
of instructions from his remarks. But let honest 
credulity beware of receiving characters from con- 
temporary writers. Clifford's remarks, by the fa- 
vour of Dr Percy, were at last obtained ; and, that 
no man may ever want them more, I will extract 
enough to satisfy reasonable desire. 

In the first letter his observation is only gener- 
al ; " You do live," says he, " in as much ignorance 
" and darkness as you did in the womb ; your writ- 
^ ings are like a Jack-of-all-trade's sliop ; they have 
" a variety, but nothing of value ; and if thou art 
" not the dullest plant-animal that ever the earth 
"produced, all that I have conversed with are 
" strangely mistaken in thee." 

In the second he tells him that Almanzor is not 
more copied from Achilles than from Ancient Pistol. 
" But I am," says he, " strangely mistaken if I have 
" not seen this very Almanzor of yours in some dis- 
" guise about this town, and passing under another 
** name. Pr'ythee tell me true, was not this Huff- 
" cap once the Indian Emperor ? and at another 
" time did he not call himself Maxima ? Was not 
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" Lyndaraxa once caUed AXmeria? I mean under 

* Montezuma the Indian Emperor. I protest and 

* vow they are either the same, or so alike, that I 

* cannot, for my heart, distinguish one fix)m the 
" other. You are therefore a strange unconscionable 
'^ thief; thou art not content to steal from others, 
'* but dost rob thy poor wretched self too." 

Now was Settle's time to take his revenge. He 
wrote a vindication of his own lines ; and, if he is 
forced to yield any thing, makes his reprisals upon 
his enemy. To say that his answer is equal to the 
censure, is no liigh commendation. To expose Dry- 
den's method of analysing his expressions, he tries 
the same experiment upon the same description of 
the ships in the Indian Emperor, of which however 
he does not deny the excellence ; but intends to 
shew, that by studied misconstruction every thing 
may be equally represented as ridiculous. After so 
much of Dryden's elegant animadversions, justice 
requires that something of Settle's should be exhi- 
bited. The following observations are therefore ex- 
tracted from a quarto pamphlet of ninety-five pages : 

" Fate after him below with pain did move, 
" And victory could scarce keep pace above. 

*' These two lines, if he can shew me any sense or 
" thought in, or any thing but bombast and noise^ 
** he shall make me believe every word in his ob- 
'* servations on Morocco sense. 

" In the Empress of IMorocco were these lines : 

" ril travel then to some remoter sphere^ 

*' Till I find out new worlds, and crown you there.'' 
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" On whiWDrydeii made this remark : 
" I believe our learned author takes a sphere for 
'* a country ; the sphere of Morocco ; as if Morocco 
" were tlie globe of earth and water ; but a globe is 
^ no sphere neither, by his leave, &c. So sphere 
•* must not be sense, unless it relates to a circular 
motion about a globe, in which sense the astro- 
nomers use it. I would desire him to expound 
* those lines in Granada : 

" rU to the turrets of the palace go, 
" And add new fire to those that fight below, 
" Thence hero-like, with torches by my side, 
" (Far be the omen tho') my love I'll guide. 
* No, like his better fortune I'll appear. 

With open arms, loose veil, and flowing hair. 

Just fiying forward from my rowling sphere. 

^' I wonder, if he be so strict, how he dares make 
" so bold w^ith sphere himself, and be so critical in 
'* other men's writings. Fortune is fancied stand- 
" ing on a globe, not on a sphere, as he told us in 
" the first act. 

" Because Elkanah's Similes are the most unlike 
** things to what they are compared in tlie world, 
" I'll venture to start a simile in his Annus Mira- 
** bilis : he gives this poetical description of the ship 
" called the I^ondon : 

" The goodly London in her gallant trim, 

" The Phcenix-daughter of the vanquisht old, 

" Ij'ke a rich bride does on the ocean swim, 

'' And on her shadow rides in floating gold. 

" Her flag aloft spread ruHling in the wind, 

" And sanguine streamers seemed the flood to fire : 

'' The weaver, charm'd with what his loom design'd. 
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" Goes on to sea^ and knows n^ot to retire. 
" With roomy decks her guns of mighty strength 
" Whose low-laid n^ouths each mounting billow laves, 
^' Deep in her draught, and warlike in her length, 
'* She seems a sea-wasp flying in the waves. 

" What a wonderful pother is here, to make all 
" these poetical beautifieations of a ship ; this is a 
<' phoenix in the first stanza, and but a wasp in the 
" last; nay, to make his humble comparison rfa wasp 
" more ridiculous, he does not say it flies upon the 
" waves as nimbly as a wasp, or the like, but it 
seemed a wasp. But our author at the writing of 
this was not in his altitudes^ to compare ships to 
" floating palaces : a comparison to the purpose, was 
" a perfection he did not arrive to till the Indian 
Emperor's days. But perhaps his similitude has 
more in it than we imagine ; this ship had a great 
many guns in her, and they, put all together, 
made the sting in the wasp's tail : for this is all 
the reason I can guess, why it seemed a wasp. 
" But, because we will allow him all we can to help 
" out, let it be a phoenix sea- wasp, and the rarity of 
" such an animal may do much towards heighten- 
" ing the fancy. 

" It had been much more to his purpose, if he 
** had designed to render the senseless play little, 
*' to have searched for some such pedantry as this : 

" Two ifs scarce make one possibility. 
" If justice will take all, and nothing give, 
" Justice, methinks, is not distributive. 
" To die or kill you is the alternative. 
*' Rather than Uke your life, I will not live. 
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'* Observe how prettily our author chops logic 
•' in heroic verse. Three such fustian canting words 
" as distributive 9 alternative^ and tzvo ifs, no man 
" but himself would have come within the noise of. 
'^ But he's a man of general learning, and all comes 
" into his play. 

" 'Twould have done well too if he could have 
" met with the rant or two, worth the observation ; 
** such as, 

'' Move swiftly. Sun, and fly a lover's pace, 

'' Leave months and weeks behind thee in thy race. 

" But surely the Sun, whether he flies a lover's 
" or not a lover's pace, leaves weeks and months, 
" nay years too, behind him in his race. 

" Poor Robin, or any other of the philo-mathe- 
" matics, would have given him satisfaction in the 
" point. 

" If I could kill thee now, thy fate's so low 
*' That I must stoop ere I can give the blow. 

But mine is fixt so far above thy crown. 

That all thy men, 
" Piled on thy back, can never pull it down. 

" Now where that is, Almanzor's fate is fixt, I 
" cannot guess : but wherever it is, I believe Al- 
" manzor, and think that all Abdalla's subjects, 
'* piled upon one another, might not pull down his 
« fate so well as without piling : besides, I think 
" Abdalla so wise a man, that, if Almanzor had 
•• told him piling his men upon his back might do 
" the feat, he would scarcely bear such a weight, 
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" for the pleasure of the exploit ; but it is a hufF, 
'* and let Abdalla do it if he dare. 

" The people like a headlong torrent go, 
" And every dam they break or overflow. 
" But, unopposed, they either lose their force, 
*' Or wind in volumes to their former course : 

" a very pretty allusion, contrary to all sense or rea- 
" son. Torrents, I take it, let them wind never so 
*/ much, can never return to their former course, 
" unless he can suppose that fountains can go up- 
" wards, which is impossible ; nay, more, in the 

foregoing page he tells us so too ; a trick of a 

very unfaithful memory : 

'' But can no more than fountains upward flow ; 

" which of a torrent, which signifies a rapid stream, 
" is much more possible. Besides, if he goes to 
" quibble, and say that it is impossible by art water 
" may be made return, and the same water run 
" twice in one and the same channel ; then he quite 
** confutes what he says : for it is by being opposed 
" that it runs into its former course ; for all engines 
" that make water so return, do it by compulsion 
" and opposition. Or, if he means a headlong tor- 
" ren for a tide, which would be ridiculous, yet 
they do not wind in volumes, but come fore-right 
back (if their upright lies straight to their former 
course), and that by opposition of the sea-water 
** that drives them back again. ' 

" And for fancy, when he lights of any thing 
** like it, 'tis a wonder if it be not borrowed. As 
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" here for example of, I find this fanciful thought 
" in his Ann. Mirah. 

" Old father Thames rais'd up his reverend head : 
'' But fear'd the fate of Simoeis would return ; 
'' Deep in his ooze he sought his sedgy bed^ 
'' And sh)runk his waters back into his urn. 

** This is stolen from Cowley's Davideis, p. 9. 

" Swift Jordan started, and strait backward fled, 
" Hidling amongst thick reeds his aged head. 
" And when the Spaniards their assault begin, 
" At once beat those without and those witliin. 

** This Almanzor speaks of himself ; and sure for 
** one man to conquer an army within the city, and 
" another without the city, at once, is something 
" difficult ; but this flight is pardonable to some we 
" meet with in * Granada :' Osmin, speaking of Al- 
" manzor, 

" Who, like a tempest that outrides the wind^ 
" Made a just battle, ere the bodies join'd. 

" Pray, what does this honourable person mean by 
" a tempest that outrides the wind f a tempest that 
" outrides itself ? To suppose a tempest without 
" wind, is as bad as supposing a man to walk 
without feet ; for if he supposes the tempest to 
be something distinct from the wind, yet, as be- 
** ing the effect of wind only, to come before the 
*< cause is a little preposterous ; so that, if he takes 
it one way, or if he takes it the other, tliose two 
ifs will scarcely make one possibility'' Enough 
ef Settle. 
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*' Marriage a-la-mode" (1673), is a comedy dedi- 
cated to the earl of Rochester ; whom he adoiow- 
ledges not only as the defender of his poetry, but 
the promoter of his fortune. Langbaine places this 
play in 1673. The earl of Rochester, therefore, 
was the famous Wilmot, whom yet tradition always 
represents as an enemy \o Dryden, and who is men- 
tioned by him with some disrespect in the preface 
to Juvenal. 

" The Assignation, or Love in a Nunnery," a co- 
medy (1673), was driven off the stage, against tlie 
opinion, as the author says, of the best judges. It 
is dedicated in a very elegant address, to Sir Charles 
Sedley ; in which he finds an opportunity for his 
usual complaint of hard treatment and unreasonable 

censure. 

** Amboyna" (1673), is a tissue of mingled dia- 
logue in verse and prose, and was perhaps written 
in less time than " The Virgin Martyr ;" though 
the author thought nqt fit either ostentatiously or 
mournfully to tell how little labour it cost him, or 
at how short a warning he produced it. It was a 
temporary performance, written in the time of the 
Dutch war, to inflame the nation against their ene- 
mies ; to whom he hopes, as he declares in his Epi* 
logue, to make his poetry not less destructive than 
that by which Tyrtaeus of old animated the Spar- 
tans. This play was written in the second Dutch 
war, in 1673. 

" Troilus and Cressida" (1679), is a play altered 
from Shakspeare; but so altered, that, even in 
Langbaine's opinion, " the last scene in the third act 
** is a master-piece." It is introduced by a discourse 
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on " the Grounds of Criticism in Tragedy," to 
which I suspect that Rymer's book had given oc- 
casion. 

The " Spanish Fryar" (1681), is a tragi-comedy, 
eminent for the happy coincidence and coalition of 
the two plots. As it was written against the pa- 
pists, it would naturally at that time have friends 
and enemies ; and partly by the popularity which 
it obtained at first, and partly by the real power 
both of the serious and risible part, it continued long 
a favourite of the public. 

It was Dryden's opinion, at least for some time, 
and he maintains it m the dedication of this play, 
that the drama required an alternation of comic 
and tragic scenes ; and that it is necessary to miti- 
gate by alleviations of merriment the pressure of 
ponderous events, and the fatigue of toilsome pas- 
sions. " Whoever," says he, " cannot perform both 
" parts, is but half a writer for the stage." 

The « Duke of Guise," a tragedy (1683), written 
in conjunction with Lee, as " Oedipus" had been 
before, seems to deserve notice only for the offence 
which it gave to the remnant of the covenanters, 
and in general to the enemies of the court, who at- 
tacked him with great violence, and were answered 
by him ; though at last he seems to withdraw from 
the conflict, by transferring the greater part of the 
blame or merit to his partner. It happened that a 
contract had been made between them, by which 
they were to join in writing a play : and " he hap- 
" pened," says Dryden, " to claim the promise just 
•* upon the finishing of a poem, when I would have 
" been glad of a little respite. — ^Two-thirds of it be- 
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** longed to him ; and to me only the first scene of 
" the play, the whole fourth act, and the first half, 
** or somewhat more, of the fifth." 

This was a play written professedly for the party 
of the duke of York, whose succession was then 
opposed. A parallel is intended between the 
leaguers of France and the covenanters of England : 
and this intention produced the controversy. 

" Albion and Albanius" (1685), is a musical drama 
or opera, written, like the " Duke of Guise," against 
the republicans. With what success it was per- 
formed, I have not found. 

" The State of Innocence and Fall of Man" 
(1675), is tenned by him an opera : it is rather a 
tragedy in heroic rhyme, but of which tlie persona- 
ges are such as cannot decently be exhibited on the 
stage. Some such production was foreseen by 
Marvel, who writes thus to Milton : 

" Or if a work ao infinite be spann'd^ 

" Jealous I was lest some less skilful hand 

'• (Such as disquiet always what is well, 

" And by ill-imitating would excel,) 
Might hence presume the whole creation's day 
To change in scenes^ and shew it in a play." 






It is another of his hasty productions ; for the heat 
of his imagination raised it in a month. 

This composition is addressed to the princess of 
Modena, then Duchess of York, in a strain of flat- 
tery which disgraces genius, and which it was won- 
derful that any man that knew the meaning of his 
own words could use witliout self-detestation. 1 1 is 
an attempt to mingle eartli and heaven, by prais- 
ing human excellence in the language of religion. 
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The preface contains an apology for heroic verse 
and poetic licence; by which is meant, not any 
liberty taken in contracting or extending words, 
but the use of bold fictions and ambitious figures. 

The reason which he gives for printing what was 
never acted, cannot be overpassed, " I was induced 
" to it in my own defence, many hundred copies of 
" it being dispersed abroad without my knowledge 

or consent ; and every one gathering new faults, 

it became at length a libel against me." These 
copies, as they gathered faults, were apparently ma- 
nuscript ; and he lived in an age very unlike ours, 
if many hundred copies of fourteen hundred lines 
were likely to be transcribed. An author has a 
right to print his own works, and need not seek an 
apology in falsehood; but he that could bear to 
write the dedication felt no pain in writing the 
preface. 

" Aurenge Zebe" (1676), is a tragedy founded on 
the actions of a great prince then reigning, but over 
nations not likely to employ their critics upon the 
transactions of the English stage. If he had known 
and disliked his own character, our trade was not in 
those times secure from his resentment. His coun- 
try is at such a distance, that the manners might 
be safely falsified, and the incidents feigned ; for 
the remoteness of place is remarked, by Racine, to 
afford the same conveniences to a poet as length of 
time. 

This play is written in rhyme ; and has the ap- 
pearance of being the most elaborate of all the 
dramas. The personages are imperial ; but the dia- 
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logne is often domestic, and therefore susceptible 
of sentiments accommodated to familiar incidents. 
The complaint of life is celebrated ; and there are 
many other passages that may be read with plea- 
sure. 

This play is addressed to the earl of Mulgrave, 
afterwards Duke of Buckingham, himself, if not a 
poet, yet a writer of verses, and a critic. In this 
address Dryden gave the first hints of his inten« 
tion to write an epic poem. He mentions his de- 
sign in terms so obscure, that he seems afraid lest 
his plan should be purloined, as, he says, happened 
to him when he told it more plainly in his preface 
to Juvenal. " The design," says he, " you know is 
" great, the story English, and neither too near the 
** present times, nor too distant from them." 

'* All for Love, or the World well Lost" (1678,) 
a tragedy founded upon the story of Anthony and 
Cleopatra, he tells us, " is the only play which he 
" Avrote for himself:" the rest were given to the 
people. It is by universal consent accounted the 
work in which he has admitted the fewest impro- 
prieties of style or character ; but it has one fault 
equal to many, though rather moral than critical, 
that, by admitting the romantic omnipotence of 
love, he has recommended, as laudable and worthy 
of imitation, that conduct which, through all ages, 
the good have censured as vicious, and the bad de- 
spised as foolish. 

Of this play the prologue and the epilogue, 
though written upon the common topics of mali- 
cious and ignorant criticism, and without afty par- 
ticular relation to the characters or uicidents of the 
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drama, are deservedly celebrated for their elegance 
and sprightliness. 

" Lamberhara, or the kind Keeper^' (1680,) is a 
comedy, which, after the third night, was prohibi- 
ted as too indecent for the stage. What gave of- 
fence, was in the printing, as the author says, altered 
or omitted. Drydken confesses that its indecency 
was objected to ; but Langbaine, who yet seldom 
favours him, imputes its expulsion to resentment, 
because it " so much exposed the keeping part of 
** the town." 

" Oedipus" (l679f ) is a tragedy formed by Dryden 
and Lee, in conjunction, from the works of Sopho- 
cles, Seneca, and CorneiUe. Dryden planned the 
scenes, and composed the first and third acts. 

"Don Sebastian" (I69O,) is commonly esteemed 
either the first or second of his dramatic performan- 
ces. It is too long to be all acted, and has many 
characters and many incidents ; and though it is 
not without sallies of frantic dignity, and more 
noise than meaning, yet, as it makes approaches to 
the possibilities of real life, and has some sentiments 
which leave a strong impression, it continued long 
to attract attention. Amidst the distresses of prin- 
ces, and the vicissitudes of empire, are inserted se- 
veral scenes which the writer intended for comic ; 
but which, I suppose, that age did not much com- 
mend, and this would not endure. There are, how- 
ever, passages of excellence universally acknowled- 
ged ; the dispute and the reconciliation of Dorax 
and Sebastian has always been admired. 

This play was first acted in I690, after Dryden 
had for some years discontinued dramatic poetr}\ 
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" Amphitryon" is a comedy derived from Pkutus 
and Moliere. The dedication is dated Oct 1690. 
This play seems to have succeeded at its first ap- 
pearance ; and was, I think, long considered as a 
very diverting entertainment 

"Cleomenes" (1692,) is a tragedy, only remarka- 
ble as it occasioned an incident ftiated in the Guar- 
dian, and allusively mentioned hy Dryden in his 
preface. As he came out from the representation, 
he was accosted thus by some airy stripling : " Had 
" I been left alone with a young beauty, I would 
" not have spent my time like your Spartan." 
"That, Sir,'' said'Dryden, " perhaps is true ; but 
"give me leave to tell you that you are no hero." 

" King Arthur" (1691,) is another opera. It was 
the last work that Dryden performed for King 
Charles, who did not live to see it exliibited, and it 
does not seem to have been ever brought upon the 
stage. In the dedication to the marquis of Halifax, 
there is a very elegant character of Charles, and a 
pleasing account of his latter life. When this was 
first brought upon the stage, news that the duke of 
Monmouth had landed, was told in the theatre ; 
upon which the company departed, and Artliur was 
exhibited no more. 

His last drama was " Love Triumphant," a tra^- 
comedy. In his dedication to the earl of Salisbury 
he mentions " the lowness of fortune to which he 
" has voluntarily reduced himself, and of which he 
" has no reason to be ashamed." 

This play appeared in 1694. It is said to have 
been unsuccessful. The catastropbe. proceeding 
merely from a- change of mind, is confessed by the 
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author to be defective. Thus he began and ended 
his dramatic labours with ill success. 

From such a number of theatrical pieces, it will 
be supposed, by most readers, that he must liave 
improved his fortune ; at least, that such diligence 
with such abilities must have set penury at defiance. 
But in Dryden's time the drama was very far from 
that universal approbation which it has now obtaior 
ed. The' playhouse was abhorred by the Puritans, 
and avoided by those who desired the character of 
seriousness or decency. A grave lawyer would 
have debased his dignity, and a young trader would 
have impaired his credit, by appearing in those 
mansions of dissolute licentiousness. The profits 
of the theatre, when so many classes of the .people 
were deducted from the audJience, were not gresit ; 
and the poet had, for a long time, but a single night. 
The first that had two nights was Southern ; and 
the first that had three was Rowe. There were, 
however, in those days, arts of improving a poet's 
profit, which Dryden forbore to practise ; and a play 
therefore seldom produced him more than a hundred 
pounds, by the accumulated gain of the third night, 
the dedication^ and the copy. 

Almost every piece had a dedication, written with 
such elegance and luximance of praise, as neither 
haughtiness nor avarice could be imagined able to 
resist. But he seems to have made flattery too 
cheap. That praise is worth nothing of which the 
price is known. 

To increase the value of his copies, he often ac- 
companied his work with a preface of criticism ; a 
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kind of learning then almost new in the faigliah 
language, and which he who had considered with 
great accuracy the principles of writing, was able to 
distnbute copiously as occasions arose. By these 
dissertations the public judgment must have been 
much improved; and Swift, who conveilsed with 
Dry den, relates that he regretted the success of his 
own instructions, and found his readers made sud- 
denly too skilful to be easily satisfied. 

Hiis prcdogues had such reputation, that for some 
tune a play was considered as less likely to be weU 
received, if some of his verses did not introduce it. 
The price of a prologue was two guineas, till being 
asked to write one for Mr Southern, he demanded 
three : '' Not," said he, ^' young man, out of di&- 
** respect to you ; but the players have had my 
^' goods too cheap." 

Though he declares that^ in his own opinion^ his 
genius was not dramatic, he had great confidenoe 
in his own fertility ; for he is said to have engaged, 
by contract, to furnish four plays a^y ear. 

It is certain that in one year, 1678» he published 
" All for Love, Assignation," two parts of the « Con- 
" quest of Granada," " Sir Martin Mar-all," and the 
^ State of Innocence," six complete plays, with a 
celerity of performance, which^ though all Lang^ 
baine*s diarges of plagiarism should be allowed, 
shews such facility of ccmipositicm, such readiness c£ 
language, and such copiousness of sentiment, as^ 
since the time of Lopez de Vega^ perhaps no other 
author has ever possessed. 

He did not enjoy his reputation^ however great, 
nor his profits, however small, without, molestation. 
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He had critics to endure, and rivab to oppose. 
Hie two ttost distingoished wits of the nobilitj, 
the duke of Buckingham and earl of Rochester, de- 
clared themselves his enemies. 

Buddngham diaracterised him, in 1671, by the 
name of Bayes in the Rehearsal ; a farce which he'is 
said to have written with the assistance of Butler, 
author of Hudibras; Martin Clifford, of the charter- 
house ; and Dr Sprat, the friend of Cowley, then 
his chaplain. Dryden and his friends laughed at 
the length of time, and the number of hands, em- 
ployed upon this performance; in which, though 
by some attifice of action it yet keeps possession of 
the sti^, it is not possible now to find any thing 
that might not have been written without so long 
dd|ay, <xr a confederacy so numerous. 

To adjust the minute events of literary history, 
is tedious and troublesome ; it requires indeed no 
great force of understanding, but often depends 
upon enquiries which there is no opportunity of 
making, or is to be fetched from books and pamph- 
lets not always at hand. 

The ^ Rehearsal,^ was played in 1671» and yet is 
represented as ridiculing passages in the ** Ccmquest 
** of Granada and Assignation,** whidi were not 
published till 1678; in '' Marriage a-la-mode,'' 
published in 167S; and in *• Tyrannic Love;*' in 
1677. These contradictions shew how rashly satire 
is applied. 

It is said that this farce was ori^nally intended 
against Davcnant, who, in the first draught, was 
characterised by the name of Bilboa. Davenant 
had been a soldier and an adventurer. 

There is one passage in the '' Rehearsal," still re- ^ 
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mainingy which seems to have related Miginally to 
Davenant Bayes hurts his nose, and comes in with 
brown paper applied to the bruise ; howthis affected 
Dryden, does not appear. Davenanfs nose had 
suffered such diminution by mishaps among the 
women, that a patdb upon that part evidmtly de- 
noted him. 

It is said likewise that Sir Robert Howard was 
once meant The design was probably to ridicuk 
the reigning poet, whatever hc^ might be. 

Much of the personal satire to which it might 
owe its first reception, is now lost orobscured. Bayes 
probably imitated the dress, and mimidked the man- 
ner of Dryden : the cant W(h^ which are so dften 
in his mouth maybe supposed to have beenDryden'a 
habitual phrases, or customary exclamations. Bayes, 
when he is to write, is blooded and purged ; this, as 
Lamotte relates himself to have heaid» was the real 
practice of the poet. 

There were other strokes in the Rehearsal by 
whidi malice was gratified; the debate between 
LfOve and Honour, which keeps prince Volsdous in 
a single boot, is said to have alluded to the misocm- 
duct of the duke of Ormond, who lost DuUin to 
the rebels while he was toying with a mistress/ 

The earl of Rochester, to suppress the reputation 
of Dryden, took Settle into his protection, and en- 
deavoured to persuade the public that its approba- 
tion had been to that time misplaced. Settle was a 
while in high reputation ; his <* Empress of Morocco,'* 
having first delighted the town, was. carried in tri- 
umph to Whitehall, and played by the ladies (rf^the 
court Now was the poetical meteor at the high- 



BEYDEN. 841 



ait: the next moment began its &1L Rochester 
withdrew his patronage ; seeming resolved, says one 
<if his biographeis» ^ to have a judgment ocmtraiy 
^ to that of the town f perhaps being unable to 
endure any reputation beyond a certain height, 
even when he had himself contributed to raise it 

Neither critics nor rivals did Dryden mudi mis* 
chief, unless they gained fixmi his own temper the 
power of vexing him, which his frequent bursts of 
resentment give reason to suspect He is always 
angry at some past, or afraid of some future cen- 
sure ; but he lessens the smart of his wounds by the 
balm of his own approbation, and endeavours to re- 
pel the idutfts cS criticism by opposing a shield of 
adamantine confidence. 

The perpetual accusation produced against lum, 
was that €£ plagiarism, agianst which he never at- 
tempted any vigorous defence ; for though he was 
perhaps sometimes injuriously censured, he would, 
by denying part of the charge, have confessed the 
rest ; and, as his adversaries had the proof in their 
own hands, he, who knew that wit had little power 
against facts^ wisely left in that perplexity which it 
generally produces, a question which it was his in- 
terest to suppress, and which, unless provoked by 
vindication, few were likely to examine- 
Though the life of a writer, from about thirty- 
five to sixty-three, may be supposed to have been 
sufficiently busied by the composition of eight-and- 
twenty pieces for the stage. Dryden found room in 
the same space for many other undertakings. 

But, how much soever he wrote, he was at least 
once suspected of writing more ; for, in l679f a pa- 
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per of verse%' called ^ An Eassjr on SflEtue^" was 
shewn about in manuscript'; by which the eail of 
Rochester, the duchess of Portsmouth, and othtaSp 
were so much provoked, that, as was supposed 
(for the actors were never discovered), they pvo* 
cured Drydoi, whom Ihey suspected as the author* 
ixy be wuy*lfiid and beaten. This incident is, men- 
tioned by the duk6 of Bikddnghamshire; the tnie 
writer, in his Art' of Poetry ; where he says of 
Dtyden, •*' ^' ■ ■■■ * ■-■ • : .- i . 



t * 



. ;, Thoiigbpnu'4aad)beaten fbraiiodier'srhjmes^ 
His own deterve as great applause sometimea. 

I£s reputation in time was sUcb, dmt'lhis liable 
was thought necessary to th^ success of every poet* 
icfil or literary pe^omiance, and therefore he Was 
engaged to cohtribtite something, whatever it might 
be, to matiy publications. H^ prefixed the Life of * 
Poly bins to the trani^lation of Sir Henry Shtiers : 
and those of Lucian and Plutarch, to versions of 
their works by different hands. Of the EngKsh 
Tacitus he translated the first book ; and, if Gord<m 
be credited; translated It from the French* Such a 
chaTgie can haidly be mentidiied without some de- 
gree of ihd%nation ; but it is not, I suppose, so 
much to be inferred, that Dryden wanted the li- 
terature necessary to the perusal of Tadtus,' as that, 
considering himself as hidden in a crowd, he had 
no awe of the public; and, writing merely fi^r 
money, was contented to get it by the nearest 
way. 

In 1680, the Epistles of Ovid bdng translated by 
the poets of the time, among which one was the 
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work of Dryden and another of Dryden and Lor4 
Mulgrave; it was necessary to introduce them by a 
preface ; and Dryden, who on such occasions was 
regularly summoned, prefixed a discourse upon tran<» 
slation, which was then struggling for the liberty 
that it now enjoys. Why it should find any diffi« 
culty in breaking the shackles of verbal interpreter 
tion, which must for ever debar it fix>m elegance, 
it would be difficult to conjecture, were not the 
power of prejudice every day observed. The au* 
ihority of Jonson, Sandys, and Holiday, had fixed 
tlie judgment of the nation; and it was not easily 
believed that a better way could be found than tney 
had taken, though Fanshaw, Denham, Waller, and 
Cowl^, had tried to give examples of a difierent 
practice. 

In 1681, Dryden became yet more conspicuous^ 
by uniting politics with poetry, in the memorable 
satire, called *^ Absalom and Achitophel, written 
against the &ction which by Lord Shaftesbury's 
incitement^ set the duke of Monmouth at its 
head. 

Of this poem, in which personal satire was appli- 
ed to the support of public principles, and in whidi 
therefore every mind was interested, the recep- 
tion was eager, and the sale so large, that my father, 
an old bookseller, told me he had not known it e- 
qualled but by Sacheverell's trial 

The reason of this general perusal Addison ha? 
attempted to derive firom the delight which the mind 
feels in the investigation of secrets ; and thinks that 
curiosity to decipher the names, procured readers to 
the pocQi. There is no need to enq^uire why those 



Terses were icad, which* to all die attracUona of wit, 
degaace, and harmony, added the oo-operation of 
■ all the factious passions, and filled every mind witb 
triumph or resentment 

It could.piot be supposed that all the provocation 
given by X)ryden would be <aidured nHthout resist- 
ance or reply. Both his person and his party were 
exposed in their turns to the shafts of satire, which, 
though neither BO wdl pointed, nor perhaps so w^ 
fumed, undoubtedly drew blood. 

One of these poems is caUed " JDtydoD's Satire im 
his Muse ;" ascribed, though, as Pope says, falsely, 
to Seiners, who was afterwards chanctdlor. The 
poem, whosesoever it was, has much virulence, 
and some sprightliness. The writer tells all the 
ill tbat'i he can collect bqth of Dryden and his 
friends. 

The poem of " Absalom and Achitophe!" liad two 
answers, now both forgotten; one called " Azaria 
and Hushai ;" the other " Absalom senior." Of these 
hostile compositions, Dryden apparently imputes . 
" Absalom senio^^' to Settle, by quoting in his ver- 
ses against him tlie second line. " i^^aria and Hush- 
ai" was, as Wood says, imputed to him, diough it is 
scHnewhat unlikely that he should write twice oa 
the same occasion. This is a difficulty which 
I cannot remove, for want of a minuter knowledge 
of poetical transactions. 

The same year he published " the Medal." of 
which the subject is a medal struck on Lord Sba£te9- 
bury*s escape from a prosecution, by the ignoram~ 
iM of a grand jury of Londoners. 

In both poems he maintains the same principles. 
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and saw them both attacked by the same antagon^ 
ist Elkanah Settle, who had answered Absalom, 
appeared with equal courage in opposition to ^' the 
Medaly" and pu bushed an answer called ** the Me* 
** dal reversed," with so mudi success in both en- 
counters, that he left the palm doubtful, and divi- 
ded the suffrages of the nation. Such are the re- 
volutions of fame, or such is the prevalence of &^ 
shion, tlrnt the man whose works have not yet been 
thought to deserve the care of collecting them, who 
died forgotten in an hospital, and whose latter years 
were spent in contriving shows for fairs, and carry- 
ing an elegy or epithalaraiuin, of which the begin- 
ning and end were occasionally varied, but the in- 
termediate parts were always the same, to every 
house where there was a funeral or a wedding, 
might with truth have had inscribed upon his stone> 

Here lies the rival and antagonist of Dryden. 

Settle was, for his rebellion, severely chastised 
by Dryden under the name of Doeg, in the second 
part of Absalom and Achitophel ; and was, perhaps 
for his fiu^ous audacity, made the city poet, whose 
annual office was to describe the glories of the 
Mayor'a day. Of these bards he was the last, and 
seems not much to have deserved even this degree 
of regard, if it was paid to his political opinions : 
for he afterwards wrote a panegyric on the virtues 
of judge Jefferies; and what more could have been 
done by the meanest zealot for prerogative ? 

Of translated fragments, or occasional poems, to 
enumerate the titles, or settle the dates, would be 
tedious, with little use. It may be observed, that, 
as Dryden's genius was commonly excited by some 
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peiwmai regard, he rarely writes upon a general 
topic. 

Soon after the accession of King James, when the 
design of reoondling the nation to the church of 
Rome became apparent, and the religion of the 
court gave the only efficacious title to its &vottr8» 
Dryden declared himself a convert to popery. This 
at any other time might have passed with little cen- 
sure. Sir Kenelm Digby embraced popery ; the 
two Reynolds reciprocally ccmverted one another; 
and Chillingworth himself was a while so entangled 
in the wilds of controversy, as to retire for quiet to 
an infallible church. If men o£ argument and 
/study can find such difficulties, or such motives, as 
may either unite them to the church of Rome^ or 
detain them in uncertainty, there can be no wonder 
that a man, who perhaps never «M)uired why he 
was a protestant, should by an artful and experien- 
ced disputant be made a papist, overborne by the 
sudden violence of new and unexpected arguments, 
or deceived by a representation which shews ixily 
the doubts on one part, and only the evidence on 
the other. 

That cmiversion will always be suspected that ap- 
parentiy concurs with interest He that never finds 
his error till it hinders his progress towards wealth 
or honour, will not be thought to ^love truth only 
for herself, Yet it may easily happen that infor- 
mation may come at a commodious time; and,. as 
truth and interest are not by. any fittal necessity at 
variance, that one may by accident introduce the 
other. When opinions are struggling into popu- 
larity, the arguments by which they are opposed 
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0r defended become more known; and he that chan- 
ges his profession would perhaps have changed it 
before, with the like opportunities of instruction. 
This was the then state of popery ; every artifice 
was used to shew it in its iairest form ; and it must 
be owned to be a religicm of external appearance 
sufficiently attractive. 

It is natural to hope that a comprehensive is like- 
wise an elevated soul, and that whoever is wise is 
also honest I am willing to believe that Dryden, 
having employed his mind, ^active as it was, upon 
different studies, and filled it, capacious as it was, 
^th other inaterials, came unprovided to the con- 
troversy, and wanted rather skill to discover the 
Iright, than virtue to maintain it But enquiries 
•into the heart are not for man ; we must now leave 
him to his judge. 

The priests, having strengthened their cause by 
so powerful an adherent, were not long bef<»e they 
'brought him into action. They engaged him tb 
defend the controversial papers found in the strong- 
box of Charies the Second ; and, what yet was hard- 
er, to defend them against StiUingfleet 

With hopes of promoting popery, he was em- 
ployed to translate Maimbourgh's History of the 
League ; which he published with a large intro- 
(iuction. His name is likewise prefixed to the Eng- 
lish life of Francis Xavier ; but I know not that 
he ever owned himself the translator. Perhaps the 
use of his name was a pious fraud, which, however, 
seems not to have had much effect ; for neither of 
the books, I believe, was ever popular. 

The version of Xavier^s life is commended by 
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Brown, in a phamphlet not written to flatter ; and 
tbe occasion of it is said to have been, that the 
queen, when she solidted a son, made vows to him 
as her tutelary saint 

He was supposed to have undertaken to translate 
Varillas's History of Heresies ; and, when Burnet 
published remarks upon it, to have written an an- 
swer ; upon which Burnet makes the following ob- 
servation : 

I have be«i informed from England, that a 
gentleman, who is famous both foi^ poetry and 
** several other things, had spent three months in 
translating M. Varillas's History; but that, as soon 
as my reflections appeared, he discontinued hit 
labour, finding the credit of bis author was gone. 
Now, if he thinks it is recovered by his answer, 
he will perhaps go on with his translation ; and 
this may be, for ought I know, as good an enter- 
** tainment for him as the conversation that he had 
^< set on between the Hinds and Panthers, and all 
^' the rest of animak, for whom M.Varillas may serve 
well enough as an author ; and this history and 
that poem are such extraordinary things of their 
^' kind, that it will be but suitable to see the author 
^* of the worst poem, become likewise the translator 
'' of the worst history, that the age has produced. 
** If his grace and his wit improve both prpportion- 
*' ably, he will hardly find that he has gained much 
'^ by the change he has made, from having no re* 
'' ligion, to chuse one of the worst It is true, he 
*^ had somewhat to sink firom in matter of wit ; but» 
as for his morals, it is scarcely possible for him to 
grow a worse man than he was. He has lately 
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^ wreaked his malice on me for spoiling his three 
^ months labour ; but in it he has done me all the 
^ honoiur that any man can receive from him, which 
^18 to be railed at by him. If^ I had ill-nature en- 
** ough to prompt me to wish a very bad wish for 
^ him, it should be, that he would go on and finish 
^ his translation. By that it will appear, whether 
^ the English nation, which is the most competent 
^ judge in this matter, has, upon the seeing our de- 
^ bate, pronounced in M. Varillas's favour, or in 
^ mine. It is true, Mr D. will suffer a little by it ; 
^but at least it will serve to keep him in from 
^ other extravagances ; and if he gains little hon- 
^our by this work, yet he cannot lose so much by 
' ^ it as he has done by his last employment.** 

Having probably felt his own inferiority in theo- 
logical controversy, he was desirous of trying whe- 
* ther by bringing poetry to aid ^his arguments, he 
might become a more efficacious defender of his 
new profession. To reason in verse was, indeed, 
one of his powers ; but subtilty and harmony un- 
ited, are still feeble, when opposed to truth. 

Actuated, thereforle, by zeal from Rom^ or hope 
of fame, he published the Hind and Panther, a poem 
in which the chmt;h of Rome, figured by the milk- 
white hind, defends her tenets against the church 
of England, represented by the Panther, a beast 
beautifiil, but spotted. 

A fable, which exhibits two beasts talking theo- 
logy, appears at once full of absuidity ; and it was 
aocordin^y ridiculed in the^ City Mouse and Coun- 
try Mouse,** a parody, written by Montague, after- 
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wards Earl of HaUfiix, and Priot, who then gave fhe 
first spechnen of his abilities. 

The conversion of such a man, at such a time, 
was not likely to pass unoensured. Three dialogues 
were published by the fitcetious Thomas Brown, of 
which the two first were called *' Reatons of Mr 
Bayes*s changing his Keligion :^ and the third, ^ the 
Reasons of Mr Hains the Player's Crnivetsion and 
Re'<x)nversion.'* The first was printed in 1688, the 
second not till 1690, the thud in 1691. The cla- 
mour seems to have been long continued, and 
the subject to have strongly fixed llie public at- 
tention. 

,In the two first dialogues, Bayes is brought into 

the company of Crites and Eugenius, with whom 
he had formerly debated on dramatic poetry. 
The two talkers in the third are Mr Bayes and Mr 
Hains. 

. Brown was a man not defident in litarature^ nor 
destitute of fancy ; but he seems to hftve thought it 
the pinnacle of excellence to be a merryjelhw ; and 
therefore laid out his powers upon small jests w 
gross buffoonery ; so that his performances havfe 
little intrinsic value, and were read <xily whUe 
they were recommended by the novrity of the event 
that occasioned them. 

These dialogues are like his other woiks; what 
sense or knowledge they contain is disgraced by die 
^garb in which it is exhibited. One great source of 
{deasure is to call Dryden lAMe Bays. Ajax^ who 
happens to be mentioned, is ^ he that wore as many 
^ cow*hides up(m his shield aa^ woidd havefiimished 
" half the king's army with shoe-leather.^ 
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' Beingasked whether he had seen the * Hind and 
f* Panth^,"* Crites answers \ <' Seen it ! Mr Bayes, 
** why I can stir no where but it pursues me ; it 
^< haunts me worse thiUl a pewter-buttoned Serjeant 
^ does a decayed cit Sometimes I meet it in a 
*^ band-boit, when my laundress brings home my 
.^! linen ; sometimes^ whether I will or nO| it lights 
my pipe at a coffee-house ; sometimes it surprises 
me in a trunk-maker's shop ; and sometimes it re- 
freshes niy memory forme eta the backside of a 
Chancery-lane parcel Fot your comfort, too, 
^' Mr Bayes» I have not only teeH it, as you may 
<< perceive, but have read it too, and can quote it 
^ as freely upon occasion as a frugal tradesman can 
f* quote that noble treatise, the Worth of a Penny, 
.^ to his extravagant 'prentice that revels in stewed 
^iqpples and penny custards.** 

The whole animation of these compositicms arises 
from a profrisicii of ludicrous and affected compari- 
sons. ^ To secure one's chastity," says Bayes, '* lit- 
y^ tk more is necessary than to leave(Xff a eorrespcm- 
^ dence with the other sex, which, to a wise man» 
, ^ is no greater. a punishm^it than it would be to a 
f fimatic person to forbid seeing ' The Cheats and 
H The Committee ;' or for my lord mayor and alder* 
'< men to be interdicted the sig^t of ' The LiCHidon 
^ Cuckolds;' " This is the general strain; and there- 
fore I shaU be easily excused the labour of more 
. tra^scr^tion. 

Brown does not wholly forget past transactic^is ; 

^ You began," says Crites to Bayes, ^* a vesry dtf- 

^ ferent religion, and have not mended the matter 

^ in your lairt choice. It was but reason that your 
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** Muse, which appeared first in a tyrant's quarrel, 
** should employ her last efforts to justify the usur- 
•* pation of the Hmd'^ 

Next year the nation was summoned to celebrate 
the birth of the Prince. Now was the time for 
Dryden to rouse hils imagination, and strain his 
voice. Happy days v/ere at hand, and he was will- 
ing to enjoy &nd difluse the anticipaxed blessings. 
He published a poem, filled with predictions of 
greatness and prosperity ; predictions of which it is 
not necessary to tell how they have been verified. 

A few months after these joyful notes, and every . 
blossom of popish hope was blasted for ever by 
the revolution. A papist now could be no longer 
laureat The revenue, which he had enjoyed with 
so much pride and praise, was transferred to Shad- 
well, an old enemy, whom he had formerly stigma- 
tised by the name of Og. Dryden could not decent- 
ly complain that he was deposed ; but seemed very 
angry that Shadwell succeeded him, and has there- 
fore celebrated the intruder's inauguration in a 
poem exquisitely satirical, called '^Mac Flecknoe;"' of 
which the Dundad, as Pope himself dedare8,'is 
an imitation, though more extended it its plan^ 
and more diversified in its incidents. 

It is related by Prior, that Lm-d Dorset, when as 
chamberlain he was constrained to c^ect Dryden 
from his office, gave him froni his own pnrse an 
allowance equal to the salary. This is no roman- 
tic or incredible act of generosity ; an hundred a- 
year is often enough given to daims less cogent, by 
men less famed for liberality. Yet Dryden always 
represented himself as sufifering under a public in- 



fyetim ; and once particularly demands respect for 
die patience with which he endured the loss of his 
little fortune. His patron might, indeed, enjon 
him to suppress his bounty; but, if he suffered 
nothing, he should not have complained. 

During the short reign of Kii^ James, he had 
written nothing for the stage, being, in his opinion, 
more pn^tably employed in controversy and flat- 
tery. Of pruse he might perhaps have been less 
tavish without incouTenience, for James was never 
said to have much regard for poetry : he was to be 
flattered only by adopting his reli^on. 

Times vreie now changed : Dryden was no long- 
er the court-poet, and was to look back for sup- 
port to his former trade; and having waited about 
two years, dther considering himself as discounte- 
nanced by the public, or perhaps expecting a second 
revolution, he produced " Don Sebastian in 1690 ; 
and in the next four years four dramas more. 

In 1693 appeared a new version of Juvenal and 
Pernua. Of Juvenal he translated the first, third, 
sixth, tenth, and rixteenth satires ; and of Fersius 
the whole work. On this occasion he introduced 
bis two sons to the public, as nurselings of the 
muses. The fourteenth of Juvenal was the work 
of John, and the seventh of Charles Dryden. He 
prefixed a very ample preface, in the form of a de- 
dication to Lord Dorset; and tliere gives an account 
of the design which he had once formed to write an 
einc poem on the actions either of Arthur or the 
Black Prince. He considered the epic as necessari- 
ly including some kind of supernatural agency, and 
had imaipned a new kind f£ contest between the 

VOL. IX. A a 
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guardian angels of kingdoms, of whom tie conceiv- 
ed that each might be represented zealous for bis 
charge without any intended opposition to the pur* 
poses of the Supreme Being, of which all created 
minds must in part be ignorant 

This is the most reasonable scheme of celestial in- 
terposition that ever was formed. The surprizes 
and terrors of enchantments, which have succeeded 
to the intrigues and oppositions of pagan deitie^^ 
afford very striking scenes, and open a vast extent 
to the imaginatiim ; but, as Boileau observes^ (and 
Boileau will be seldom found mistaken,) with this^ 
incurable defect, that, in a contest between heaven 
and hell, we know at the beginning which is to pre* 
vail; for this reason we follow Rinaldo to the en- 
chanted wood with more curiosity than terror. 

In the scheme of Dryden there is one great dif- 
ficulty, which yet he would j^haps have had ad- 
dress enough to surmount In a war, justice can be 
but on one side ; and, to entitle the hero to the pro- 
tection of angels, he must fight in defence of in- 
dubitable right Yet some of the celestial beings^ 
thus opposed to each other, mnst have been repre- 
^[ented as defending guilt 

That this poem was never written, is reasonably 
to be lamented. It would doubtiess have improved 
our numbers, and enlarged our language; and 
might perhaps have contributed, by pleasing in- 
structions ; to rectify our opinions, and purify our 
manners. 

What he required as the indispensible condition 
of such an undertaking, a public stipend, was not 
likely in these times to be obtained. Riches were 
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not become fiimiliar to us ; nor had the nation yet 
learned to be liberal. 

This plan he charged Blaekmore with stealing ; 
^ only,** says he, ^* the guardian angels of kingdoms 
" were machines too ponderous for him to manage.** 

In IG94, he began the most laborious and diffi- 
cult of all his works, the translation of Virgil ; from 
which he borrowed two months, that he might turn 
" Fresnoy's Art of Painting^ into English prose. 
The preface, which he boasts to have written ia 
twelve mornings, exhibits a parallel of poetry and tj^ 

painting, with a miscellaneous collection of critical /^ 

remarks, such as cost a mind stored like his no la- 
bour to produce them. 

In 1697, he published his version of the works 
of Virgil ; and, that no opportunity of profit might 
be lost, dedicated the Pastorals to the lord ClilSbrd, 
the Gec»rgic8 to the earl of Chesterfield, and th# 
.£neid to the eaii of Mulgrave. This economy 
of flattery, at once lavish and discreet, did not pass 
without observation. 

This translation was censured by Milboume, a 
clergyman, styled, by Pope, ^ the fairest of critics," 
because he exhibited his own version to be com- 
pared with that which he condemned. 

His last work was his Fables, published in con- 
sequence, as is supposed, of a contract now in the 
hands of Mr Tonsan : by which he obliged himself, 
in consideration of three hundred pounds, to finish 
for the press ten thousand verses. 

In this volume is comprised the well-known ode 
on St Cecilia's day, which, as appeared by a letter 
communicated to Dr Birdi, he spent a fortnight 
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in composing and correcting. But "what is this to 
the patience and diligence of Boileau, whose *<Equi- 
*^ voque/' a poem of only three hundred and forty- 
six Ihies, took firom his life eleven months to write 
it, and three years to revise it? 

Part of his book of Fables is the first Iliad in 
English, intended as a specimen of a version of the 
whole. Considering into what hands Homer was 
to fall, the reader cannot but rejoice that this pro- 
ject went no further. 

The time was now at hand which was to put an 
end to all his schemes and labours. On the 1st of 
May 1701, having been some time, as he tells us, 
a cripple in his limbs, he died, in Gerard*street, of 
a mortification in his leg. 

There is extant a wild story relating to some vex- 
atious events that happened at his ftmeral, which, 
at the end of Congreve's life, by a writer of I know 
not what credit, are thus related, as I find the ac- 
count transferred to a biographical dictionary. 

" Mr Dry den dying on the Wednesday m(»ming, 
'' Dr Thomas Sprat, then bishop of Rochester and 
" dean of Westminster, sent the next day to the 
''lady Elizabeth Howard, Mr JDryden's widow, 
''that he would make a present of the ground, 
which was forty pounds, with all the other abbey- 
fees. The lord Halifax likewise sent to the lady 
" Elizabeth, and Mr Charles Diyden her scm, that^ 
" if they would give him leave to bury Mr Dryden, 
" he would inter him with a gentieman's private fu- 
" neral, and afterwards bestow five hundred pounds 
" on a monument in the abbey ; which, as they had 
" na reason to refuse, they accepted. On the Sa-' 
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'^ turday following, the company came ; the corpse 
** was put into a velvet, hearse ; and eighteen 
^< mourning coaches, filled with company, attend- 
" ed. When they were just ready to move, the 
'<lord Jefieries, son of the lord chancellor Jef- 
^ feries, with some of his rakish companions, coming 
<< by, asked whose funaral it was : and being told 
^ Mr Dryden's, he said, ' what, shall Dryden, the 
*' greatest ornament of the nation, be buried after 
^ this private manner ! No, gentlemen, let all that 
*^ loved Mr Dryden, and honour his memory, alight 
^ and join with me in gaining my lady's consent to 
'< let me have the honour of his interment, which 
^ shall be after another manner than this ; and I will 
bestow a thousand pounds on a monument in die 
abbey for him.' The gentlemen in the coaches, 
not knowing of the bishop of Rochester's favour, 
^ nor of the lord Halifax's generous design (they 
'< both having out of respect to the family, enjoined 
^* the lady Elizabeth and her son to keep their fa^ 
^ vour concealed to the world, and let it pass for 
^ their own expence,) readily came out of their 
'< coaches, and attended lord Jefferies up to the 
** lady's bed-side, who was then sick. He repeated 
^^ the purport of what he had before said ; but she 
** absolutely refusing, he fell on his knees, vowing 
'< never to rise till his request was granted. The 
<« rest of the company by his desire kneeled also ; 
^ and the lady, being under a sudden surprise^ &int- 
<« ed away. As soon as she recovered her speeeb, 
'' she cried, no, no. Enough, gentlemen, replied he; 
<* my lady is very good ; she says, go, ga She re- 
<* peated her former words with all her strength. 
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'' but in vain, for her feeble yoke was lost in 
<< thdr acclamations of joy ; and the lord Jeffisr- 
** ies ordered the hearsetnen to carry the corpse 
<<to Mr RusseVs, an undertaker in Cheapakle, 
^ and leave it there till he should send orders for 
'< the embalment, whicht he added» should be after 
^ the royal manner. His directions were obeyed, 
'< the company dispersed, and lady Elizabeth and 
^her son remaned inconsolable. The next day 
^Mr Charles Dryden waited on the lord Hali- 
<<fiu: and the bishc^ to excuse his mothar and 
^ himself, by relating the real truth. But neither 
'" his lordship nor the bishop would admit €& any 
^ plea ; especially the latter, who had the abbey 
*' lighted, the ground opened, the choir attending^ an 
'^ anthem ready set, and himself waiting for some 
<« time without any corpse to bury. The undotaker, 
<<iifter three days' expectanoe of orders for em- 
^ balment without receiving any, waited on the lord 
<^ Jeflferies; who,pretending ignorance of the matter, 
^ turned it off with an ill-natured jest, saying, that 
^ those who observed the orders of a drunken frolic 
*< deserved no better ; that he remembered nothing 
^ at all of it ; and that he might do what he pleased 
^vith the corpse. Upon this, the undertaker 
*^ waited upon the lady Eliwbeth and her son, and 
^< threatened to bring the corpse home, and set it 
^'before the door. They desired a day's respite, 
^ which was granted. Mr Charles Dryden wrote a 
*' handsome letter to the lord Jefferies, who returned 
" it with this cool answer : < That he knew nothing 
<< of the matter, and would be troubled no more 
^ about it; He then addressed the lord Halifax 
" and the bishop of Rochester, who absolutely re- 
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<^ fused to do any thing in it In tUs distress Dr 
'^ Garth sent for the cxnrpse to the college of physi- 
** eians, and proposed a fiineral by subscription, to 
^ which himself set a most noble example. At last 
*' a day, about three weeks after Mr Dryden's de- 
^ cease, was appointed for the interment Dr Garth 
^ pronounced a fine latin oration, at the college, 
^ over the corpse ; which was attended to the abbey 
^ by a numerous train of coaches. When the funeral 
••was over, Mr Charles Dryden sent a chdlenige to 
^ die lord Jefferies, who refusing to answer it, he 
^ sent several others, and went often himself; bat 
could neither get a letter delivered, nor admittimce 
to speak to him ; which so incensed him, that he 
^ resolved, since his lordship refused to answer him 
** like a gentleman, that he would watch an oppor- 
** tunity to meet and fight off-hand, though with 
^ all the rules of honour ; which his lordship hear- 
** ing, left the town : and Mr Charles Dryden could 
'< never have the satis&ction of meeting Mm, though 
** he sought it fall his death with the utmost appli- 
" cation.- 

This story I once intended to omit, as it appears 
with no great evidence ; nor have I met with any 
confirmation, but in a letter of Farquhar ; and he 
only relates that the funeral of Dryden was tumul- 
tuary and confused. 

Supposing the slory true, we may remark, that 
the gradual change of manners, though impercepti- 
ble in the process, appears great when different 
times, and those not very distant, are compared If 
at this time a young drunken lord should interrupt 
the pompous regularity of a mafj^nificent funeral 
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what would be the event, but that he would be 
justled out of the way, and compelled to be quiet ? 
If he should thrust hunself into an house, he would 
be sent roughly away ; and, what is yet more to the 
h(»]our of the present time, I believe that those who 
had subscribed to the funeral of a manlike Dryden, 
would not for such an accident, have withdrawn 
their contributions. 

He was buried among the poets in Westminstar- 
abbey, where, though the duke of Newcastle had» 
in a general dedication prefixed by CongreYe to his 
dramatic works, accepted thanks for his intention 
to erecting him ^ monument, he lay long without 
distinction, till the duke of Buckinghamshire gave 
him a tablet, inscribed only with the name of 
Dbyden. 

He married the lady EUizabeth Howard, daughter 
of the earl of Berkshire, with circumstances, ac- 
cording to the satire imputed to Lord Somers, not 
very honourable to either party ; by her he had three 
sons, Charles, John, and Henry. Charles was usher 
of the palace to Pope Clement the Xlth ; and, visit- 
ing England in 1704, was drowned in an attempt 
to swim across the Thames at Windsor. 

John was author of a comedy called ** The Hus- 
bapd his own Cuckold." He is said to have died at 
B^me. Henry entered into some religious order. It 
is some proof of Dryden's sincerity in his second 
religion, that he taught it to his sons. A man, con- 
scious of hypocritical profession in himself is not 
likely to convert others; and, as his sons were 
qualified in 1693 to appear among the translators 
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of Juvenal, they must have been taught some re- 
ligion before their father's change. 

Of the person of Dryden I know not any account ; 
of his mind, the portrait which has been left by 
Congreve^ who knew him with great familiarity, is 
sudi as adds our love of his manners to our admi- 
ration of his genius. '* He was," we are told, *' of 
*' a nature exceedingly humane and compassionate, 
*^ ready to forgive injuries, and capable of a sincere 
'^ rec(Hioiliation with those who had offended him. 
His friendship, where he professed it, went beyond 
his professions. He was of a very easy, of very 
pleasing access: but somewhat slow, and, as it were 
** diffident, in his advances to others : he had that in 
*^ nature which abhorred intrusion into any society 
" whatever. He was therefore less known, and con- 
'^ sequently his character became more liable to mis- 
«< apprehensions andmisrepresentations: he was very 
<« modest, and very easily to be discountenanced in 
his approaches to his equals or superiors. As his 
reading had been very extensive, so was he very 
happy in a memory tenacious of every thing that 
<^ he had read. He was not more possessed of know- 
^ ledge than he was communicative of it ; but then 
** his communication was by no means pedantic, or 
imposed upon the conversation, but just such, and 
went so far, as, by the natural turn of the con- 
versation in which he was engaged, it was neces- 
sarily promoted or required. He was extremely 
ready and gentle in his, correction of the errors of 
^ any writer who thought fit to consult him, and full 
^ aa ready and patient to admit the reprehensions of 
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^ to hers, in respect of his own oversights or mis- 
" takes." 

To this account of Congreve nothing can be ob- 
jected but the fondness of friendship ; and to liaye 
excited that fondness in such a mind is no small de» 

* 

gree of praise. The disposition of Drfden^ howev^» 
is* shewn in this character rather as it exhibited itself 
in curscnry conversation, than as it operated on the 
more important parts of life. His placability and 
his friendship indeed were sdid virtues ; but cour- 
tesy and good-humour are often found with little 
real worth. Since Congreve who knew him well, 
has told us no more, the rest must be collected as it 
can from other testimcmies, and particularly from 
those notices which Dryden has very liberaUy given 
us of himself 

The modesty whkh made him so slow to advance, 
and so easy to be repulsed, was certainly no suspi- 
eioir of deficient merit or unconsciousness of his own 
value : he appears to have known in its whole ex- 
tent, the dignity of his own character, and to have 
set a very high value an his own powers and per- 
formances. He {M*obably did not ofifer his conver- 
sation, because he expected it to be sdicited ; and 
he retired from a cold reception, not submissive but 
indignant, with such deference of his own greatness 
as made him unwilling to expose it to neglect or 
vic^tion. 

His modesty was by no means inconsistent with 
ostentatiousness ; he is diHgent enough to remind 
the world of his merit, and expresses with very 
little scruple his high opinion of his own powers ; 
but his self-commendations are read without scorn 
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or indignation » we allow his claims, and love his 
fiankness. 

Tradition, however, has not allowed tiiat his con- 
fidence in himself exempted him fix>m jealousy of 
others. He is accused of envy and insidiousness ; 
and is particulariy charged with inciting Creech to 
translate Horace, that he might lose the reputation 
which Lucretius had given him. 

Of this charge we immediately discover that it is 
merely conjectural ; the purpose was such as no man 
would confess; and a crime that admits no proc^, 
why should we believe ? 

He has been described as magisterially presiding 
over the younger writers, and assuming tiie distribu- 
tion of poetical fiime; but he who excels has aright 
to teach, and he whose judgment is incontestible 
may without usurpation examine and decide. 

Congreve represents him as ready to advise and 
instruct; but there is reason to believe that his 
communication was rather useful than entertain- 
ing. He declares of himself that he was saturnine, 
and not one of those whose sprightly sa3rings di- 
verted company; and one o( his censurers makes 
him say. 

Nor wine nor love could ever see me gay ; 
To writing bred^ I knew not what to say. 

There are men whose powers operate only at lei- 
sure and in retirement, and whose intellectual vigour 
deserts them in cmiversation ; whom merriment con- 
fuses, and objection disconcerts ; whose bashfulness 
restrains their exertion, and suffers them not to speak 
till the time of speaking is past ; or whose attenticm 
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to thdr owu. character makes them unwilling to ut- 
ter at hazard what has not been considered, and 
cannot be recalled. 

Of Dryden's sluggishness in oonTersation it is 
vain to search or to guess the cause. He certainly 
wanted neither sentiments n(»r language ; his intel- 
lectual treasures were great, though they were lock* 
ed up from his own use. *^ His thouf^ts,'' when he 
wrote, « flowed m upon hun so fast, that his only 
^ care was which to chuse, and which to reject 
Sudi rapidity of composition naturally promises a 
flow of talk ; yet we must be content to believe 
what an enemy says of him, when he likewise says 
it of himself. But, whatever was his character as a 
companion, it appears that he lived in familiarity 
with the highest persons of his tima It is related 
by Carte of the duke of Ormond, that he used often 
to pass a night with Dryden, and those with whom 
Dryden consorted : who they were. Carte has not 
told, but certainly the convivial table at which 
Ormond sat was not surrounded with a plebeian 
society. He was indeed reproached with boasting 
of his familiarity with the great : and Horace will 
support him in the opinion, that to please superiors 
is not the lowest kind of merit 

The merit of pleasing must, however,be estimated 
by the means. Favour is not always gained by good 
actions or laudable qualities. Caresses and prefer- 
ments are often bestowed on the auxiliaries of vice, 
the procurers of pleasure, or the flatterers of vanity. 
Dryden has never been charged with any personal 
agency unworthy of a good diaracter : he abetted 
vice and vanity only with bis pen. One of his ene- 
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mies has accused him of lewdness in his conversa- 
tion ; but, if accusation without proof be credited, 
who shall be innocent ? 

His w<»rks afford too many examples of dissolute 
licentiousness and abject adulation ; but they were 
probably^like his merriment, artificial and constrain- 
ed ; the effects of study and meditation, and his trade 
rather than his pleasure. 

Of the mind that can trade in corruption, and 
can deliberately pollute itself with ideal wickedness, 
for the sake of spreading the contagion in society, 
I wish not to conceal or excuse the depravity. — 
Such degradation of the dignity of genius, such a- 
buse of superlative abilities, cannot be contemplat- 
ed but with grief Knd indignation. What consola- 
tion can be had, Dryden has afforded by living to 
repent, and to testify his repentance. 

Of dramatic immorality he did not want exam- 
ples among his predecessors, or companions among 
his contemporaries ; but, in the meanness and ser- 
vility of hyperbolical adulation,! know not whether, 
since the days in whidkthe Roman emperors were 
deified, he has been ever equalled, except by Aira 
Behn in an address to Eleanor Gwyn. When once 
he has undertaken the task of praise, he no longer 
retains shame in himself, nor supposes it in his pa- 
tron. As many odoriferous bodies are observed to 
diffuse perfumes firom year to year, without sensible 
diminution of bulk or weight, he appears never to 
have impoverished his mint of flattery by his ex- 
pences, however lavish. He had all the fcnms of 
excellence, intellectual and moral, combined in hisL 
mind, with endless variation; and, when he had 
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scattered on the hero of the day the goldeii shower 
of wit and virtue, he had ready for him, whom he 
wished to court on the morrow, new wit and virtue 
with another stamp. Of this kind of meanness he 
. nevar seems to decline ihe practice, or lament the 
necessity : he considers the great as entitled to en^ 
oomiastic hcnnage, and brings praise rather as a tri- 
bute than a gift ; more delighted with the fertility 
of his invaition, than mortified by the prostitution 
of his judgment It is indeed not certain, that on 
these occasions his judgment much rebelled against 
his interest There are minds which easily sink 
into submission, that look on grandeur with undis* 
tinguishmg reverence, and discover no defect where 
there is elevation of rank and affluence of riches. 

With his praises of others and of liimself is always 
intermingled a strain of discSontent and lamentation, 
a sullen growl of resentment, or a querulous mummr 
of distress. His works are under- valued, his merit 
is unrewarded, and *' he has few thanks to pay his 
'' .stars that he was bom among Engfishmen*" To 
his critics he is sbpaetimes contemptuous, sometimee 
resentful, and sometimes submissive. The writer 
who thinks his works formed for duration, mistakes 
his interest when he mentions his enemies. He 
degrades his own dignity by shewing that he was 
affected by their censures, and gives lasting im- 
portance to names, which, left to themselves^ would 
vanish from remembrance. From this principle 
Dryden did not ofi;en depart ; his complaints are for 
the greater part general ; he seldom poUutes his 
pages with an adverse name. He oondescended 
indeed to a controversy with Settie, in which he 
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perhaps may be considered rather as assaulting than 
repelling ;. and since Settle is sunk into oblivion, 
his libel remains injurious only to himself. 

Among answa^ to critics, no poetical attacks, or 
altercations, are to be included ; they are like other 
poems, efiusions of genius, produced as much to ob- 
tain praise as to obviate censure. These Dryden 
practised, and in these he excelled. 

Of Collier,' Blackmore, and Milboume, he has 
made mention in the preface of his Fables. To the 
censure of Collier, whose remarks may be rather 
termed admonition than criticisms, he makes littie 
reply ; being, at the age of sixty-eight, attentive to 
better things than the claps of a play-house. He 
complains of Collier's rudeness, and the ^' horse-play 
^^ of his raillery :'' and asserts, that *^ in many paces 
'* he has perverted by his glosses the meaning" of 
what he censures ; but in other things he confesses 
that he is justiy taxed ; and says with great calm- 
ness and candour, '^ I have pleaded guilty to all 
^< thoughts or expressions of mine that can be truly 
<< accused of obscenity, immorality, or profan^iess, 
^' and retract them. If he be my enemy, let him 
" triumph ; if he be my friend, he will be glad of 
^* repentance." Yet as our best dispositions are im- 
perfect, he left standing in the same book a reflec- 
tion on Collier, of great asperity, and indeed of more 
asperity than wit 

Blackmore he represents as made his enemy by 
the poem of ^^ Absalom and Achitophel," which *< he 
'^ thinks a littie hard upon his fanatic patrons ;" 
and charges him with borrowing the plan of his 
Arthur from the preface to Juvenal, ^ though he 
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** had,*^ says he, '* the baseness not to acknowledge 
^ his bene&ctor, but instead of it to traduce me in 
'* a libeL- 

The libel in which Blackmore traduced him was a. 
« Satire upon Wit f m which, having lamented the 
exuberance of false wit and the deficiency of tru^ 
he proposes that all wit should be re-coined before 
it is current, and appoints masters of assay who shall 
reject all that is light or debased. 

Tis true, that when the coarae and worthless dross 
Is purged away, there will be migl|^ loss : 
Ev'n Congreve, Southern, manly Wycherly, 
When tbu8 refin'd will grievous sufferers be. 
Into the melting pot when Dryden comes. 
What horrid stench will rise, what noisome fumes f 
How will he shrink, when all his lewd allay. 
And wicked mixture, shall be purg'd away I 

Thus stands the passage in the last edition ; but in 
the original there was an abatement of the censui^, 
beginning thus : 

But what remains will be so pure, 'twill bear 
Th' examination of the most severe. 

Blackmore, finding the censure resented, and the 
civility disregarded, ungenerously omitted the sof- 
ter part Such variations discover a writer who 
consults his passions more than his virtue ; and it 
may be reasonably supposed that Dryden imputes 
his enmity to its true cause. 

Of Milboume he wrote only in general terms, 
such as are always ready at the call of anger, whether 
just or not : a short extract will be sufficient. ** He 
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' pipetends a quarrel to me, that I have fallen foul 
^ upon priesthood; if I have, I am only to ask par- 
'' don of good priests, and am afraid his share of 
^ the reparation wiU come to little. Let him be 
*' satisfied that he shall never be able to force him* 
** self upon me for an adversary ; I contemn him 
^ too much to enter into competition with him. 

•* As for the rest of those who have written 
** agunst me, they are such scoundrels that they 
** deserve not the least notice to be taken of them. 
*^ Blackmore and Milboume are only distinguished 
** from the crowd, by being remembered to their 
^ infamy." 

Dryden indeed discovered, in many of his writ- 
tings, an affected and absurd malignity to priests 
and priesthood, which naturally raised him many 
enemies, and which was sometimes as unseasonably 
resisted as it was exerted. Trapp is angry that he 
calls the sacrificer in the Georgics ** The Holy 
Butcher :" the translation is not indeed ridiculous ; 
but Trapp's anger arises from his zeal, not for the 
author, but the priest : as if any reproach of the foU 
lies of paganism could be extended to the preachers 
of truth. 

Dryderfs dislike of the priesthood is imputed by 
Langbaine, and I think by Brown, to a repulse 
which he suffered when he solicited ordination: 
but he denies, in the preface to his Fables, that he 
ever designed to enter into the church ; and such a 
denial he would not haveliazarded, if he could have 
been convicted of falsehood. 

Malevolence to the clergy is seldom at a great 
distance from irreverence of religion ; and Dryderi 
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uSords DO exception to this obiervatioiL His wiit- 
iiigs exhibit many passage^ which, with all the al* 
lowanoe that can be made for characters and oeca.- 
dons, are such as piety would not have admitted^ 
and such as may vitiate li^t and unprincipled minds. 
But th^^e is no reason £m: supposing that he disbe* 
lieved the religion whidi he disobeyed. He foigot 
his duty rather than disowned it. His tendency to 
profiuieness is the effect oHevity^ negligencCt tfid 
loose conversation, with a desire of accommodating 
himself to the corruption (rf*the times, by venture 
ing to be wicked as &r as he durst. Whenhepto- 
fessed himself a convert to popery, he did not pre- 
tend to have received any new oonvictiim of the 
fundamental doctrines of Christianity. 

The persecution of critics was not the worst of 
his vexaticMis ; he was much more disturhed by the 
impwtunities of want. His complaints of poverty 
are so finequently repeated, either with the defectioii 
of weakness sinking in helpless miseiy, or the in- 
dignati<xi of merit claiming its tribute fiom man* 
kind^ that it is impossible not to detest the age 
which could impose on such a man the neoeastty of 
such solicitations, or not to despise the man who 
could submit to such sdicitations without neeessity « 

Whether by the wwld's neglect, or his own im- 
prudence^ I am afraid that the greatest part of his 
lifi^ was passed in exigences. Such outcries were 
surdy never uttered but in severe pain. Of his sup« 
plies or his expences no probable estimate can now 
be made. Except the salary ci the lanreat, to which 
King James added the office of historiographer, 
perhaps with some additional enu^umentSyhis wlide 
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revenue seems to have been casual : and it is wdl 
known that tie seld<Hn lives frugally who lives b]r 
chance. Hope is always liberal ; and they that 
trust her prcimises make little scruple of revelling 
to-day oA the prdits erf* the morrow. 

Of his plays tiie profit was not great ; ttid of the 
produce of his oth^ works very little inteUigeboe 
otti be bad. By discoursing with the late amiaUe- 
Mr Tonson^ I could not find that any inemorialr 
of the transactions between his predecessor and 
Bryden had been preser^^ except the foUowing 
papers: 

^^ I do hereby pimnise to pay John DrydeMf; fisq^ 
"* or order, cm the S5th of March i099f the son of 
^ two hundred and fifty gtlineas, in eimridwatioii of 
^ ten thousand verses^ which the said John Dryden, 
^ Esq. is to delii^er to me Jacob Tonson when 
^ finished, wh^eof seven thousand five hundred 
^ verses, more or less, are already in the said Jacob 
^ Tonsdn's possession^ And I do hereby fiurther 
** promise, and engage myself, to make up the said 
^sum of two hundred ahd fifty guinete tfaret bun* 
^ dred pounds sterling to the said John Bryden* 
. ^* Esq. his executors, adminiatirirtors, or assigns, at 
'*^ the banning of the second im]wesflian <ff tlM^ 
^' said ten thousand verses* ' 

^ In witness whereof I have hereunto set tuy 
<< hand and seal, this SOth day of March, 1098*9 

<* Jacob ToKaoN. 
^ Sealed and delivered, being 
first duly stampt, pursu- 
ant to the acts of parlia- 
ment for that purpose^ 
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^* in the presence of 
^* Ben. Portlock, 
" Will. G>ngreve. 

''March 24, 1698. 
''Received then of Mr Jacob Tonson the sum 
'^ of two hundred sixty^ight pounds fifteen shil-* 
" lings, in pursuance of an Agreement for ten thou* 
'^ sand verses, to be delivered by me to the said 
" Jacob Tonson, whereof I have already ddivered 
" to him about seven thousand five hundred, more 
'^ or less ; he the said Jacob Tonson being obliged 
'^to make up the foresaid sum^ of two hundred 
'^sixty-eight pounds fifteen shillings three hundred 
" pounds, at the beginning of the second unpression 
^' of the f<^:esaid ten thousand verses ; 

, •' I say, received by me 

*'JoHN Dbtdsn. 
" Witness Charles Dryden.** 

Two hundred and fifty guineas, at £l. Is. 6d. is 
£268, 15s. 

It is manifest firom the dates of this conti^u^ that 
it yel^tes to the volume of fables, which containv 
about twelve thousand verses, and for which there* 
fore the payment must have been aft;erwaids en-^ 
larged. 

I have been told of another letter yet remaining, 
in which he desires Tonson to bring him money, 
to pay for a watch which he had ordered for his 
son, and which the maker would not leave witli- 
out the price. 

The inevitable consequence of poverty is depen- 
dence. Dryden had proliably no recourse in his 
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exigences but to his bookseller. The particular 
x*haracter of Tonson I do not know ; but die gener- 
si conduct of traders was much less liberal in those 
times than in our own ; their views were narrower, 
and their manners grosser. To the meix^antile rug- 
gedness of that race, the delicacy of the poet was 
sometimes exposed. Lord Bolingbroke, who in his 
youth had cultivated poetry, related to Dr King of 
Oxford, that one Iday, when he visited Dryden, they 
heard, as they were conversing, another person en- 
taring the house. ^* This," said Dryden, " is T<m« 
<' son. You will take care not to depart before he 
goes away : for I have not completed the sheet 
which I promised him ; and if you leave ikie un- 
protected, 1 muist suffer all the rudeness to which 
** his resentment can prompt his tongue." 

What rewards he obtained for his poems, besides 
the payment of the bookseller, cannot be known. 
Mr Derrick, who consulted some of his relations, 
was informed that his fables obtained five hundred 
pounds from the duchess of Ormond ; a present not 
Amsuitable to the magnificence of that splendid 
fiaimily ; and he quotes Moyle^ as relating that forty 
pounds were paid by a musical society for the use 
of Alexander's Feast 

In those days the economy of government was 
yet unsettled^ and the payments of the exchequer 
were dilatory and uncertain ; of this disorder there 
is reason to believe that the laureat sometimes felt 
the effects ; for, in one of his prefaces he complains 
of those, who, being intrusted with the distribution 
of the prince's bounty, suffer those that depend 
upon it to languish in penury. 
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Of hifl petty habits or slight amusements, tradi- 
tion has retained little. Of the only two men whom 
I have found to whom he was personally known* 
one told me, that at the house which he frequented^ 
called Will's coffee-house, the appeal upon ady lite* 
rary dispute was made to him ; and tlie other rela- 
ted, that his arm chair, which in the winter had a 
settled ftnd prescriptiye place fay the fire^ was in 
the summer placed in the balcony^ and that he call- 
ed the two places his winter and summel' aeal. 
This is all the intdligenpe which his two survivoca 
afforded mCi 

One of his opinions will do him no honour in the 
present age, though in his own timev at least in the 
beginning of it, he was far fixxm having it confined 
to himself. He put great confidence in the prog- 
nofiticattons of judidal astrology « In the appendix 
to the life of Congreve is a narrattve of some of his 
predictions wonderfully fulfilled ; but I know not 
the writa^s means of information^ or chardcfer of 
veracity. That he had the configuraticnis of the 
horoscope in his min4# and considered them as in^ 
^uendng the affairs of men, he does not forbear to 
bint, 

Thte utmost malice of the stars is past«— 
Now frequent trines the happier lights among, 
' And high-nis'd Joye^ from his dark prison freed. 
Those weights took off that on his planet hui^ 

Will gloriously the new-laid works succeed* 

He has elsewhei^ shewn his attention to the plane- 
tary powers; and in the preface to his fables has 
endeavoured obliquely to justify his superstition by 
attributing the same to some of the ancients* The 
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letter, added to Hiis nanratiTe^ leaves no doubt of 
his notions or practice. 

So digfat and so scanty is the knowledge whidi 
I have been aUe to cdlect coneeming the private 
life and domestie manners of a man whom every 
ISnghsh generation must mention with reverence as 
a Clitic and a poet 

Deyden may be properly considered as the fa* 
ther of Elfish criticism, as the writer who first 
taught us to determine upon principles the merit 
of composition* Of our former poets, the gr ea t es t 
dramatist wrote without rules, conducted through 
life and nature by a genius that rardy misled, and 
rarely deserted hiin. Of the rest, those who knew 
the laws of {M!opriety had neg^iected to teach them. 

Two ^ Arts of English Poetrjr^ were written in 
the days of Elizabeth by Webb and Puttenham, 
from which something might be learned, and a few 
faints had been given by Jonson and Cowley ; but 
Dryden's ^ Essay on Dramatic Poetry'' was the 
first regular and valuable treatise on the art of writ* 
ing. 

He who, having formed his opinions in ihe pre- 
sent age of English literature, turns bad( to peruse 
this diidogue^ will not perhaps find much increase 
of knowledge, or much novelty of instniction ; but 
he is to remember that critical principles were then 
in the liandsof a few, who had gathered them part- 
ly from the ancients, and partly fitxn the ItsUanp 
and French. The rimcture of dramatic poems was 
then not generally understood. Audiences af^daud- 
ed by instinct ; and poets perhaps often jiemci by 
chance. 
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A writer who obtains his fuU purpote Ibses^him** 
self in his own lustre. Of an opinion whidi is no 
longer doubted, the evidence ceases to be examined* 
Of an art universally practised, the first teacher is 
forgotten. Lieaming once made popular is no long- 
er learning ; it has the appearance of something 
which we have bestowed Upion oursdyes, as the dew 
appears to rise from the field .which it refiieshes. 

To judge rightly of an author, we musttransport 
ourselves to his time, and examine what were the 
wants of his contemporaries, and what were his 
means of supplying them. That which is easy at 
one time was difBicult at another. Dryden at least 
imported his science, and gave his country what it 
wanted before ; or rather, he imported only the ma- 
terials, and manufactured them by his own skiU. 

The Dialogue on the Drama was one of his fir&t 
essays of critidsm, written when he was yet a timo- 
rous candidate for reputation, and therefm-e laboured 
with that diligehce which he might allow himself 
somewhat to remit, when his name gave sanction to 
his positions, and his awe of the public was abated, 
partly by custom, and partly by success. It will not 
be easy to find, in all the opulence of dur language^ 
a treatise so artfully variegated with successive re- 
presentations of opposite probabilities, so enlivened 
vrith imagery, so brightened with illustrations. His 
portraits of the EngHsh dramatist are wrought with 
great spirit and diligence. The account of Shak- 
speare may stand as a perpetual model of encomi- 
astic criticism ; exact without minuteness, and lof- 
ty without exaggeration. The praise lavished by 
Longinus, on the attestation of the heroes of Marar 
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than, by Demosthenes, fades away before it In a 
few lines is exhibited a character, so extensive in 
its oomprehension, and so curious in its limitations, 
that nothinf^ can be added, diminished, or reformed ; 
nor can the editors and admirers of Shakspeare, in 
all their emulation of reverence, boast of much more 
than of having diffused and paraphrased this epitome 
of excdlence, of having changed Dryden's gold 
for baser metal, of lower value, though of greater 
bulk. 

In this, and in all his other essays on the same 
subject, the critidsm of Dryden is the criticism of 
a poet ; not a dull collection of thecovms, nor a rude 
detection of faults, which perhaps the coisor was 
not able to have committed ; but a gay and vigorous 
dissertation, where delight is mingled with instruc- 
taon, and where the author proves his right of 
judgment by his power of performance. 

The different manner and effect with wluch cri- 
tical knowledge may be conveyed, was perhaps 
never more clearly exemplified than in the per- 
formances of Rymer and Dryden. It was sud of 
a dispute between two mathematicians, ** malim 
" cum Scaligero errare, quam cum Clavio recte 
" sapa% ;" that " it was more eligible to go wrong 
" with one, than right with the other." A ten- 
dency of the same kind every mind must feel at 
the perusal of Dryden's prefaces and Rymer's dis- 
courses. With Dryden we are Wandering in quest 
c£ truth ; whom we find^ if we find her at all, drest 
in the ghues of degaooet add, if we miss her, the 
labour ci the {MtBuit rewards itself; we are led 
only through fragrance and flowers. Rymer, with- 
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out taking a nearer, takes a rougher way ; e^af 
step is to be made through thorns and bnmbles ; 
and truth, if we meet her, appears repulsive hy 
her mien, and ungraceful by her habit Diyden^ 
criticism has the majesty of a queen ; Rymer^s has 
the ferodty of a tyrant 

As he had studied witii great diligence the art of 
poetry, and ^ilaiged or rectified his notions, by 
experience perpetuaDy increasing he had his mind 
Stared with principles and observations ; he poured 
out his knowledge with little labour ; ios of labour, 
notwithstuiding the multiplicity of his praduetions, 
there is sufficient reason to suspect that he was not a 
knver. To write can amo/re^ with fi>ndness fiir the 
emplojrment, with perpetual touches and retouches, 
with unwillingness to take leave of his own idea, and 
an unwearied pursuit of unattainaUe perfeetioii, 
was, I think, no part of his character. 

His criticism tnay be considered as general or 
occasionaL In his general precepts, whidi depead 
upon the nature of things, and the structure df tfat 
human mind, he may doubtless be safely reoom« 
manded to the confid^ice of the reader; but his oo» 
easional and particular positions were scmietimes in- 
terested, sometimes negligent, and sometimes capri- 
dous. It is not without reason that Trapp, q^eak- 
ingof the praises which he bestows on Palamon aad 
Arcite, says, '* Novimus judicium Drydeni de poe- 
^< mate quodam Chauceri, pulebro sane illo, et ^- 
*' modum laudando, nimirum 4}uod non modo vere 
epicum sit, sed Siada etiam atque .^neada aequet, 
imo superet. Sed novimus eodem tempore viri 
iUius maximi non semper accuiatissimas eaie 
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* c^Bsujfas^ nec id severissiinam entices nonnam 
^ exactas : illo judioe id plerumque optimum est, 
^ quod nunc pre manibus habet, et in quo nunc 
" occupatur.** 

He is tiiafef(»e by no means constant to himsdf. 
His defence and desertion of dramatic rhyme is 
generally known. Spence, in his remarks on Fc^'s 
Odyssey, produces what he thinks an unconquerable 
quotatimi fixxn Dryden's pre&ce to the Mami, in 
fiivour of translating an epic poem into blank verse ; 
but he forgets that when his authoir attempted the 
niad, some years afterwards^ he departed fixxn his 
own decision, and translated into rbyme. 

When he has any objection to obviate^ or any 
licence to defend, he is not very scrupulous about 
what lie asserts, nor veiy cautious, if the present 
purpose 1;>e served, not to entangle himself in his 
own sophistries. But, when all arts are exhausted, 
like other hunted uiimals^ he sometimes stands at 
bay ; when he cannot disown the grossness of one 
of Ms plays, he declares that he knows not any law 
Aat prescribes moriUity to a comic poet 

His remarks on ancient or modem writers are not 
idways to be trusted. His parallel oi the versifica- 
tion of Ovid with that of Claudian has been v^y 
justly censured by Sewel^. His comparison of the 
first Ime of Virgil with the first of Statins is not 
happier* Virgil, he says^ is soft and gentle, and 
would have thought Statius mad, if he had heard 
him thundering out 

QjBut sttperimposito moles geminate ooloisp. 
* Flrcfiioe to Ovid's l^etemorpboscB. 



380 BRYDEK. 

Statius perbaps heats himself, as he procedds^ 
to exaggeration somewhat hyp^bolical ; but un- 
doubtedly Virgil would have been too hasty, if be 
had condemned him to straw for one sounding line. 
Dryden wanted an instance, and the first that oc- 
airred was imprest into the service. 

What he wishes to say, he says at hazard; be 
dted Gorbuduc, which he had never seen ; gives a 
fidse account of Chapman's versification ; and disco- 
versi in the preface to his Fables, that he translated 
the first book of the Iliad without knowing what 
was in the second. » 

It wiD be difficult to prove that Dryden ever 
made any great advances in literature. As having 
distinguished himself at Westminster under the tui- 
tion of Busby, who advanced his scholars to a height 
of knowledge very rarely attained in grammar^ 
schools, he resided afterwards at Cambridge ; it is 
not be supposed that his skill in the ancient lan- 
guages was d^cient, compared with that of com*- 
mon students ; but his scholastic acquisitions seem 
not proportionate to his opportunities and alnlities. 
He could not, like Milton or Cowley, have made 
his name illustrious merdy by his learning. He 
mentions but few books, and those such as lie in 
the beaten track of regular study ; froai which^ if 
ever he departs^ he is in danger of losing himself 
in unknown regions. 

In his Dialogue on the Drama, be pronounces 
with great confidence that the Latin tragedy of Me- 
dea is not Ovid's because it is not sufficiently interest- 
ing and pathetic He might have determined the 
question upon surer evidence ; for it is quoted by 
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Qaintilia&ad the work of Seneca; and the only 
line which remains in Ovid's play, for one line is 
left us, is not theiie to be found. There was there- 
fore no need of the gravity of conjecture, or the 
discussion of plot or sentiment, to find what was 
already known upon higher authority than such dis- 
cussions can ever reach. 

His literature, though not always free from osten- 
tation, will be commonly found either obvious, 
and made his own by the art of dressing it ; or 
superficial, which, by what he gives, shews what 
he wanted; or erroneous, hastily collected, and 
negligently scattered. 

Yet it cannot be said that his genius is ever 
unprovided of matter, or that his fancy languishes 
in penury of ideas. His works abound with know- 
ledge, and sparkle with illustrations. There is 
scarcely any science or faculty that does not supply 
him with occasional images and lucky similitudes ; 
every page discovers a mind very widely acquainted 
both with art and natmre, and in full possession of 
great stores of intellectual wealth. Of him that 
knows much, it is natural to suppose that he has 
read with diligence : yet I rather believe that the 
knowledge of Dryden was gleaned from accidental 
intelligence and various conversation, by a quick ap- 
prehension, a judicious selection, and a happy me- 
mory, a keen appetite of knowledge, and a power- 
ful digestion ; by vi^lance that permitted nothing 
to pass without notice, and a habit of reflection that 
suffered nothing useful to be lost. A mind like 
Dryden's, always curious, always active, to which 
every understanding was proud to be associated, and 
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of which every one solicited the r^ard^ by an 
faitious display of himself, had a man pleasant, petw 
haps a nearer way to knowledge, than by the silent 
progress of solitary reading. I do not suppose tiiat 
he despised books, or intentionally neglected them ; 
but that he was carried out, by the impetuosity of 
his genius, to more vivid and speedy instrucfcort ; 
and that his studies were rather desultory and for- 
tuitous than constant and systematical* 

It must be confessed that he scarcely ever appean 
to want book4eaming but when he mentions books; 
and to him may be transferred the praise whidi bm 
gives his master Charles : 

Hif oonvenatioa^ wit, and ptfU^ 
His knowledge in the noblest useful arts« 

Were such^ dead authors could not give. 

But habitudes of those that live : 
Who, Ughting him, did greater lights receive ; 

He drained from all, and all they knew. 
His afipreheniioos quick, his judgment true ; 

That the most leam'd with shame confess. 
His knowledge more, his reading only less. 

Of all this, however, if the proof be demanded^ 1 
will not undertake to give it ; the atoms of proba^ 
bility, of which my opinion has been formed, lie 
scattered over all his works; and by him who 
thinks the question worth his notice, his wodiu 
must be perused with very close attention. 

Criticism, either didactic or defensive, occopiei 
almost all his prose, except those pages which he 
has devoted to his patrons ; but none of his pre^ 
faces were ever thought tedious. They have not 
the formality of a settled style, in which the first 




half <^ the ge»t»ee betrays the other. Thedauflei 
are never bftlanoediiKHr the periods modelled: every 
word seems to drop by chance^ though it falls into 
its pnqser place. Nothing is cold or languid : the 
whole is airy, animated* and vigorous; what is, 
little, is gay ; what is great, is splendid. He may 
be (liottght to menticm himself too firequently ; buti 
while he forces himsdf upon our esteem, we cannot 
refuse him to stand high in his own. Every thing 
is excused by the play of images, and the spright- 
liness of expression. Though all is easy, nothing is 
feeble; though all seems careless, there is nothing 
harsh ; and though, «ince his earlier works more 
than a century has passed, they have nothing yet 
uncouth or obsolete. 

He who writes much will not easily escape a 
mannar, such a recunence of particular modes as 
may be easily noted. Dryden is always another and 
the Mame ; he does not exhibit a second time the 
same elegances in the same form, nor appears to 
have any art other than that of expressing with 
deamess what he thinks with vigour. His style 
ooold not easily be imitated, either seriously or lu- 
dicrously ; for, bdng always equable and always 
varied^ it has no prominent at discriminative cha% 
racters. The beauty who is totally free from dis» 
proportion of parts and/eatures, cannot be ridiculed 
by an overcharged resemblance. 

Frc»n his prose^ however, Dryden derives only 
his accidental and secondary praise ; the veneraticm 
with which his name is pronounced by every culti^- 
vator of English literature^ is paid to him as he 
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refined the language, improved the sentiments, 
and tuned the numbers, of English poetry. 

After about half a century of forced thoughts^ 
and rugged metre, some advances towards nature 
and harmony had been already made by Waller and 
JDenham ; they had shcMrn that long discourses in 
rhyme grew more pleasing when they were broken 
into couplets, and that verse consisted not only in 
the number but the arrangement of syllables. 

But though they did much, who can deny that 
they left much to do ? Theu* works were not many^ 
nor were their minds of very ample comprehensicm. 
More examples of more modes of composition were 
necessary for the establishment of regularity, and 
the introduction of propriety in word and thought. 

Every language of a learned nation necessarily 
divides itself into diction scholastic and popular, 
grave and familiar, elegant and gross : and from a 
nice distinction of these different parts arises a great 
part of the beauty of style. But, if we except a 
few minds, the favourites of nature, to whom their 
own ori^nal rectitude was in the place of rules, 
this delicacy of selection was littie known to our 
authors ; oiu* speech lay before them in a heap of 
confusion ; and every man took for every purpose 
what chance might offer him. 

There was therefore before the time of Dryden no 
poetical diction, no system of words at once refined 
from the grossness of domestic use, and free from 
the harshness of terms appropriated to particular 
arts. Words too familiar, or too remote, defeat the 
purpose of a poet From those sounds which we 
hear on smaU or on coarse occasions, we do not 
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easily receire strong impressions, or delightftil 
images; and words to wfaicb we are nearly strangers, 
whenever they occur, draw that attention on themi» 
selves which they should transmit to things. 

Those happy combinations of words which distin« 
guish poetry from prose bad been rarely attempted : 
we had few elegances or flowers of speech ; the 
roses had not yet been plucked from the bramble ; 
or different colours had not been joined to enliven 
one another. 

It may be doubted whether Waller and Denham 
could have over-borne the prejudices which had 
long prevailed, and which even then were sheU 
tered by the protection of Cowley. The new ver- 
ification, as it was called, may be considered as 
owing its establishment to Dryden; from whose 
time it is apparent that English poetry has had no 
tendency to relapse to its former savageness. 

The afiluence and comprehension of our language 
is very illustriously displayed in our poetical transr 
lations of ancient writers ; a work which the French 
seem to relinquish in despair, and which we were 
long imable to perform with dexterity. Ben Jonson 
thought it necessary to copy Horace almost word by 
word ; Feltham, his contemporary and adversary, 
considers it as indispensably requisite in a translation 
to give line for line. It is said thdt Sandys, whom 
Dryden calls the best versifier of the last age, has 
struggled hard to comprise every book of the English 
metamorphoses in the same number of verses with 
the original. Holiday had nothing in view but to 
shew that he understood his author, with so little 

VOL. IX. c c 
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regard to the grandeur of his diction, or the volu* 
bility of his numbers, that his metres can hardly be 
called verses ; they cannot be read without reluc- 
tance, nor will the labour always be rewarded by un- 
derstanding them. Cowley saw that such copyers 
were a servile race; he asserted his liberty, and 
spread his wings so boldly that he left his authors. 
It was reserved for Dryden to fix the limits of poet- 
ical liberty, and give us just rules and examples of 
translation. 

When languages are formed upon different prin- 
ciples, it is impossible that the same modes of ex- 
pression should always be elegant in both. While 
they run on together, the closest translation may be 
considered as the best ; but when they divaricate, 
each must take its natural course. Where corre- 
spondence cannot be obtained, it is necessary to be 
content with something equivalent '' Translation 
" therefore,** says Dryden, " is not so loose as 
*^ paraphrase, nor so dose as metaphrase.** 

All polished languages have different styles ; the 
concise, the diffuse, the lofty, and the humble. In 
the proper choice of style consists the resemblance 
which Dryden principally exacts from the transla- 
tor. He is to exhibit his author's thoughts in such 
a dress of diction as the author would have given 
them, had his language been English : rugged mag- 
nificence is not to be softened ; hyperbolical ostenta- 
tion is hot to be repressed ; nor sententious affecta- 
tion to have its point blunted. A translator is to be 
like his author ; it is not his business to excel him. 

The reasonableness of these rules seems sufficient 
for their vindication ; and the effects produced by 
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observing them were so happy, that I know not 
whether they were ever opposed but by Sir Edward 
Sherburne, a man whose learning was greater than 
his powers of poetry, and who, being better quali- 
fied to give the meaning than the spirit of Seneca, 
has introduced his version of three tragedies by a 
defence of close translation. The authority of 
Horace, which the new translators cited in defence 
of their practice, he has, by a judicious explana- 
tion, taken fairly from them ; but reason wants not 
Horace to support it. 

It seldom happens that all the necessary causes 
concur to any great effect: will is wanting to power, 
or power to will, or both are impeded by external 
obstructions. The exigencies in which Dryden was 
condemned to pass his life are reasonably supposed 
to have blasted his genius, to have driven out his 
works in a stale of immaturity, and to have inter, 
cepted the full-blown elegance which longer growth 
would have supplied. 

Poverty, like other rigid powers, is sometimes too 
hastily accused. If the excellence of Dry den's works 
was lessened by his indigence, their number was in- 
creased ; and I know not how it will be proved, that 
if he had written less he would have written better ; 
or that indeed he would have undergone the toil of 
an author, if he had not been solicited by something 
more pressing than the love of praise. 

Eut, &s is said by his Sebastian, 

What had been^ is unknown ; what is^ appears. 

We know that Dryden's several productions were so 
many successive expedients for his support; his 
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plays wete therefore often borrowed ; and his poems 
were almost all occasional. 

In an occasional performance^ no height of excel* 
lence can be expected from any mind^ however fer* 
' tile in itself, and however st^nred with acquisitions. 
He whose work is general and arbitrary haa the. 
choice of his matter, and takes that whic^ his in* 
dination and his studies have best qualified lum to 
display and decorate. He is at liberty to dday his 
publication till he has satissfied his friends and him- 
self, till he has reformed his first thoughts by sub- 
sequent examinaticm, and polished away those &ults 
which the precipitance of ardent eompostion is 
likely to kave behind it. Virgil is related to have 
poured out a great number of lines in the mommg, 
and to have passed the day in redudng them to 

The occasional poet is drcumscribed by the nar- 
rowness of his sul^ect Whatever can happen to 
man has happened so often that Httle remains for 
£mcy or invention. We have been all bom; we have 
most of us be6n married ; and so many have died be- 
fore us, that our deaths can supply "but few materials 
for a poet In the fate of princes the pubUc has an 
interest ; and what happens to them of good or evil, 
the poets have always considered as business for the 
Muse. But after so many inaugatoiy gratuktions^ 
nuptial hymns, and funeral dirges^ he must be high* 
ly favoured by nature, or by fortune^ who says any 
thing not said before. Even war and conquest, 
however splendid, suggest no new images ; the tri^ 
(unphapt chariot of a victorious mdnarch can be 
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decked caAy with those amaments that have graoe4 
his predecessors. 

Not only matter but time is wanting. The poem 
must not be delayed till the occasion is foi;gotten. 
The lucky moments of animated imagination cannot 
be attended ; elegances and iQustrations cannot be 
multiplied by gradual accumulation ; the compo6i«< 
tipn must be dispatched, while conversation is yet 
busy, and admiration fresh; and haate is to be 
made, lest some o^er erent shquld lay hold upob 
mankind. 

Occasional compositions may however secure to a 
writer the praise botii c£ leaiwi^ and facility ; {or 
tbey caraiot be the eSdd of kmg study, and nnisfe 
be furnished immediately from the treasures of th^ 
mind. 

The death of Cromwell was the first public evait 
which called forth Dryden's poetical powers. His he^ 
roic stanzas have beauties and defects ; the thoughts 
are vigorous, and, though not always proper, she V 
a mind replete with ideas ; the numbers are smooth; 
and the diction, if not altogether correct* is elegant 
and easy* 

Davenant was perhaps at thit time \^ £ivaurite 
author, though Gondibert never appeals to have 
been popular; and from Davenant he learned to 
please his ear with the stanza of four Unefr alternate- 
ly rhymed^ 

Dryden very early formed his vctsifictftfoh ; Hbere 
are in this early production n^ braces of Dornie'a or 
Jonson's ruggedness ; but he did not so soon free 
his mind from the ambition of fittted fiotiecitiL fii 
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his verses on the restoration, he says of the king's 
exile, 

He, toss'd by fate-— 
Could taste no ffweets of youth's desired age^ 
But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 

And afterwards, to shew how virtue and wisdom arc 
increased by adversity, he makes this remark : 

Well might the ancient poets then confer 

On night the honoured name of counsellor^ 

Since struck with rays of prosperous fortune blind, « 

We light alone in dark afflictions find. 

His praise of Monk's dexterity comprises such a 
cluster of thoughts unallied to one another, as will 
not elsewhere be easily found. 

» 

'Twas Monk^ "whom providence designed to loose 
Those real bonds false freedom did impose. 
The blessed saints that watch'd this turning scene 
Did' from their stars with joyful wonder lean, 
* Ta see small clues draw vastest weights along, 
Not in their bulk^ but in their order strong. 
Thus pencils can by one slight touch restore 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 
With ease such fond chimeras we pursue. 
As fancy frames, for fancy to subdue : 
But, when ourselves to action we betake. 
It shuns the mint like gold that chemists make. 
How hard was then his task, at once to be 
•What in the body natural we see ! 
Man's Architect distinctly did ordain 
The charge of muscles, nerves, and of the braitw 
Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense 
The springs of motion from the seat of sense : 
'Twas not the hasty product of a day. 
But thewell-ripeB'd fruit of wise delay. 
He, like a patient angler, ere he strook^ 
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Would let them play awhile upon the hpok. 

Our healthful food the stomach labours thus, 

At first embracing what it straight doth crusli. 

Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude. 

While growing pains pronounce the humours crude ; 

Deaf to complaints, the ywait upon the ill, 

Till some safe crisis authorize their skill. 

He had not yet learned, indeed he never learned 
well, to forbear the improper use of mythology. 
After having rewarded the heathen deities for their 
care. 

With alga who the sacred altar strows ? 
To aU the sea-gods Charles an offering owes ; 
A bull to tliee, Portunus, shall be slain ; 
A ram to you, ye tempests of the main. 

He tells us, in the language of religion, 

[ Prayer storm'd the skies, and ravish'd Charles from 
thence. 
As heaven itself is took by violence. 

And afterwards mentions one of the most aw&i 
passages of Sacred History. 

Other conceits there are, too curious to be quite 
omitted ; as. 

For hy example most we sinii'd before. 

And, glass-like, clearness mix'd with frailty bore. 

How far he was yet from thinking it necessary 
to found his sentiments on nature, appears from th^ 
extravagance of his fictions and hyperboles: 

The winds that never moderation knew. 
Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew : . 
Or, out of breath with joy, couki not enlarge 
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Their straiten'd lungs.— 
It is no long^ motion cheats your yhut ; 
As jaa meet it, the liAd ^pproatcbeA you ; 
The land retanon, and ia Uie white it wears 
The inarks of penitence^ and aontyw bears. 

1 know not whether this fancy, however little be 
its value, was not borrowed. A French poet read 
to Malherbe some verses, in which he represents 
France as moving out of its place to receive the 
kitog. ^ Though this," said Malherbe, ** was in my 
" time, I do not remember it." 

His poem on the coronation has a mole even 
tenor of thought. Some lines deserve to be quoted. 

iToa hate ahready queiich'd sedition's hrand ; 
And seal, diat burnt it, only warms the knd ; 
The jealous sects that durst not trust thahr caose. 
So far firom their owti will as to the laws. 
Him for their urofure snd their synod take. 
And their appeal alone to Csesar make. 

Here may be found one particle of that old ver- 
sification, of which, i believe, in all his works, there 
is not another : 

fiFor is it duty, ttr our hope alone. 
Creates that joy, but full fruition. 

In the verses to the lord chancellor Clarendon, 
two yeav afterwards, is a conceit so hopeless at the 
first v^ew, that few would have attempted it ; and 
80 successfully laboured, that though at last it gives 
the reader more perplexity than, pleasure, and seems 
hardly worth the study that it costs, yet it must be 
valued as a proof erf* a mind at onee 8ubt& aiid com<- 
prehenoive ; 
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In «|Mn pro^wct nothing boundi our tye. 
Until the earth M«nu join'd unto the ikj ; 
So in this bemiqibeTe our utmoBt view 
Is only bouDded by oar king jmd you : 
Our light ia limited where you are join'd. 
And beyond that no farther heaven can find. 
So wdl yoor virtues do with hi* agree. 
That though yonr <nlM of difierent greMseu 6e, 
Yet both are Jbr each other's lue diipoa'd. 
His to enclose, and yours to be enclaa*d. 
Nor could another in your room have been, 
Exceid an emptinew had come between. 

The comparison of the chancellor to the IncUe^ 
leav^ all resemblance too far beMnd it : 

And as the ladies were not fiiuud beAre 
Those rich pofiunes which bom the ha^^ aheiVi 
ne winds upon their bahny Wings convey'd, 
Whose guilty sweetness first thrir world hetray'd ; 
So by your ctmnci, we are brooght to vieW 
A new. and undiioavBr'd world in you.] 

There u anotiiet* comparison, for there is little dae 
in the poem, of which, though perhaps it cannot be 
explained into plain pros^c meaning, the mind per- 
ceives enough to be delighted, and readily for^ves 
its obscurity, for its magnificence : 

How strangdy sMive are the uti of peace. 
Whose restless motion* less than wars do cease ! 
Peace it not freed from labour, but ftom noise ; 
And war more fbrce, hat Bot more pains anploys: 
Sndi i* the migfa^ swiftness of jour mind. 
That, Uke the enlfa'l, it Imvoi our aaise bdund; 
WtiAe yoa M smoodkljrtun and nA otfrqiheny 
That Apid itoliai doM hut Nit ^^. 
F« as te ntwiTa nrtftHsh iritb tbt ihmg 
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Of flying orbs while onn is borne alongi 
All seems at rest to the deluded eye, » 
Mov'd by the soul of the same harmony : 
So carry 'd on by your unwearied care. 
We rest in peace, and yet in. motion share. 

To this succeed four lines, which perhaps afford 
Dryden*s first attempt at those penetrating remarks 
on human nature, for which he seems to have been 
peculiarly formed ; 

• 

Let envy then those crimes within you see, 
Frodi which the happy never must be fi*ee ; 
Envy that does with misery reside, 
The joy and the revenge of ruin'd pride. 

Into this poem he seems to have collected all his 
powers ; and ^er this he did not often bring upoil 
his anvil suc]i stubborn and unmalleable thoughts ; 
but, as a specimen of his abilities to unite the most 
unsociable matter, he has concluded with lines of 
which I think not myself obliged to tell the mean- 
ing 

Yet unimpair'd with labours, or with time. 
Your age but seems to a new youth to climb. 
TilUs heavenly bodies do our time beget^ 
And measure change, but share no part of it : 
And still it shall without a weight increase. 
Like this new year, whose motiona never cease. 
For since the glorious course you have biegun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the sun. 
It must both weightless and immortal prove. 
Because the centre of it is above. 

In the Annus Mirahilis he returned to the qua- 
train, which from that time he totally quitted, per- 
haps from experience of its inconvenience, fiwr he 
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complains of its diflBculty. This is one of his 
greatest attempts. He had subjects equal to his abi- 
lities, a great naval war, and the fire of London. 
Battles have always been described in heroic poetry ; 
but a sea-fight and artillery had yet something of 
novelty. New arts are long in the world before 
poets describe them ; for they borrow every thing 
firom their predecessors, and commonly derive very 
little from nature or from life. Boileau was the first 
French writer that had ever hazarded in verse the 
mention of modem war, orthe effects of gun-powder. 
We, who are less airaid of novelty, had already pos- 
session of those dreadful images. Waller had de- 
scribed a sea-fight. Milton had not yet trans- 
ferred the invention of fire-arms to the rebellious 
angels. 

This poem is written with great diligence, yet 
does not fiiUy answer the expectation raised by 
such subjects and such a writer. With the stanza 
of Davenant he has sometimes his vein of parenthe- 
sis, and incidental disquisition^ and stops his narra- 
tive for a wise remark. 

The general fault is, that he affords more senti- 
ment than description, and does not so much impress 
scenes upon the fancy, as deduce consequences and 
make comparisons. 

The initial stanzas have rather too much resem- 
blance to the first lines of Waller's poem on the war 
with Spain ; perhaps such a beginning is natural, 
and could not be avoided without affectation. Both 
Waller and Dryden might take their hint from thif 
poem on the civil war of Rpme, " Orbem jam to- 
« tum," &c. 
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Of the king collecting his navy, he says. 

It seems, as every ship ^ir sovere^ knows. 

His awful sununoDS they so soon obey : 
So hear the scaly herds when IVoteus Mows, 

And ao to pasture foUdw thnmgb the sea. 

It would not be hard to believe that Orydenhad 
written the two first lines seriously, and that some 
yirag had added the two latter in buriesque. Who 
would expect the lines that immediately follow, 
whidi are indeed perhaps indecently hyperboUcal* 
but certainly in a mode totally different ? 

To see this deet upon the ocean more. 

Angels drew wide the curtains of the skies ; 

And Heavm, as if there wanted lights above. 
For tapers made two glaring comets rise. 

The description of the attempt at Bergen willaf* 
ford a veiy complete qpedmeii of the descriptions ill 

this poem : 

• 

And no# approach'd their fleet from India, fraught 

With all the riches of the rising sim : 
And prsciotts sand ftom sonthem ftimailies brought, 

The fiital r^oHs where the War begun. 

L3c**himled oMlmr^, eonsdoos of their sttfre. 
Their way-laid wealth to Norway's coast they bring: 

Then first the ncorth^s cold bosom spices bor^ 
And winter brooded on the eastern spring. 

By the rich scent we found our perfum'd piey, . 

Which, flank'd with rooks, did close in covert lie; 
And round about their murdering cannon lay. 

At once to threaten and intitt the eye. 

fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard^ 
The English un4srtake the unequal war ; 
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Seveil ships almlM, by which the port is banr*d. 
Besiege the Indies^ and all DeiuaiariK dare. 

These fight like hiisbands, but like lorers those : 
These £guii would keep> and those more fiun enjoy : 

And to such height their frantic passion grows. 
That what both bve, both haaard to destroy. 



Amidst whole heaps of spioes lights a ball. 
And now their odours arm'd against them fly : 

Some preciously by shattered porcelain U&, 
And some by aromatic sfdiaAers die : 

And though by tempests of the prise bereft. 

In heav'na inclemency some ease we find ; 
Odt foes we vanquished by our valour left, 

And only yidded to the seas and wiiid. 

In this manner is the sublime too often mingled 
with the ridiculous. The Dutch seek a shelter for 
a wealthy fleet : this surely needed no illustration ; 
yet they must fly^ not like all the rest of mankind 
on thk same occasion, but *' like hunted castors *^ 
and they might with strict propriety be hunted ; 
for we winded them by our noseis — ^their perjwmes 
betrayed tbem^ The husband and the kfverj though 
of more dignity than the azstor, are images too do- 
mestic to mingle properly with the horrors of war. 
The two quatrains that ibllow are worthy of the 
author. 

The account of the different sensations with 
which the two fleets retired, when the night part- 
ed them, is one of the fairest flowers of £nglish 
poetry: 

The night comes on, we eager to pursue 
The combat still, and Uiey ashamed to lesnre. 
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Till the last streaks of dying day withdrew. 
And doubtful moonlight did our rage deceive. 

In th' English fleet eadi ship resounds with joy. 
And loud applause of their great leader's fame — 

In fiery dreams the Dutch they still destroy. 
And, slumbering, smile at the imagined flame. 

Not so the Holland fleet, who, tired and done. 
Stretched on their decks, like weaiy oxen lie ; 

Faint sweats all down their mighty members run> 
(Vast bulks, which little souls but ill supply.) 

In dreams they fearful precipices tread. 

Or, shipwrecked, labour to some distant shore. 

Or, in dark churches, walk among the dead. 
They wake with horror, and dare sleep no more. 

It is a general rule in poetry, that all appropriat- 
ed terms of art should be sunk in general expres- 
sions, because poetry is to speak an universal lan- 
guage. This rule is still stronger wit^ regard to. arts 
not liberal, or confined to few, and therefore far re- 
moved from common knowledge ; and of this kind« 
certainly, is technical navigation. Yet Dryden was 
of opinioii, that a sea-fight ought to be described in 
the nautical language ; " and certainly," says h^ 
as those, who in a logical disputation keep to 
general terms, would hide a fallacy, so those who 
do it in i)oetical description would veil their igno- 
" ranee." 

Let us then appeal to experience ; for by experi- 
ence at last we learn as well what will please as 
what will profit. In the battle, his terms seemtohave 
been blown away ; but he deals tl^m liberally in 
the dock : 
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Sd here some pick oat ballets from the side^ 

Some drive old okum thro' each ieam and rift : 
Their lefl-hand does' the ealking-iron guide. 

The rattling mallet with the right they lift. 

With boiling pitch another near at hand 

(From friendly Swe(]en brought) the seams in-staps ; \ 

Which, well laid o'er the salt-sea waves withstand. 

And shake them from the rising beak in drops. 

Some the galTd ropes with dawby marling bind. 
Or sear-cloth mats with strong tarpawUng coats : 

To try new shrouds one mounts into the wind. 
And one below their ease or stiffness notes 

I suppose there is not one term which every reader 
does not wish away. 

His digression to the original and progress of 
nayigationy with his prospect of the advancement 
it shall receive from the Royal Society, then newly 
instituted, may be considered as an example seldom 
equalled, of seasonable excursion and artful return. 

One line, however, leaves me discontented : he 
says that, by the help of the philosophers. 

Instructed ships shall sail to quick commerce. 
By which remotest regions are allied. 

Which he is constrained to explain in a note " by 
" a more exact measure of longitude." It had bet- 
ter become Dryden's learning and genius to have la- 
boured science into poetty, and have shewn, by 
explaining longitude, that verse did not refuse the 
ideas of philosophy. 

His description of the fire is painted by resolute 
meditation; out of a mind better formed to reason 
than to feel. The conflagration of a city, with all 
its tumults of concomitant distress, is one of the 
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most dreadful spectacles which this world can offer 
to human eyes ; yet it seems to raise little emotion 
in the breast of the poet ; he watches the flame codly 
from street to street, with now a reflection, and now 
a smile, till at last he meets the King, for whom he 
makes a speech rather tedious in a time so busy ; 
and then follows again th^ progress* of the fire. 

There are, however, in this part, some passages 
that deserve attention ; as in the beginning ; 

The diligence of trades ncnseful gain. 

And luxury, m6re late, asleep were laid ! 
AU was the Ni^t's, and in hiSt silent reign 

No sound the rest of Nature did invade 
In this deep quiet— - 

The expression ** all was the Night's^ is taken 
from Seneca, who remarks on Virgil*s line. 

Omnia noclU erani,placida'comp09Uiqidtte, 

that he might have concluded better^ 

Omnia nocUt erani. 

The following quatrain is vigourous and animated ; 

The ghosts of traitors from the bridge descend 

With bold fanatic spectres to rejoice ; 
Abdat the fire into a dance they bend. 

And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice. 



prediction of the improvements which shall 
be made in the new city is elegant and poetical, and 
with an event which poets cannot always boast, has 
been happily verified. The poem concludes with 
a simile that might have better been omitted. 
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Dryden, when he wrote this poem, seems not yet 

fully to have formed his versification, or settled his 

system of propriety. 

From this time he addicted himself almost whol- 
ly to the stage, " to which," says he " my genius 
•* never much inclined me," merely as the most pro- 
fitable market for poetry. By writing tragedies in 
rhyme, he continued to improve his diction and his 
numbers. According to the opinion of Harte, who 
had studied his works with great attention, he settled 
his principles of versification in I676, when he pro- 
duced the play of" Aureng Zebe ;" and according to 
his own account of the short time in which he wrote 
" Tyrannic Love," and the « State of Innocence," he 
soon obtained the full effect of diligence, and added 
facility to exactness. 

Rhyme has been so long banished from the thea- 
tre, that we know not its effects upon the passions of 
an audience ; but it has this convenience, tliat sen- 
tences stand more independent on each other, and 
striking passages are therefore easily selected and 
retained. Thus the description of Night in the 
" Indian Emperor," and the rise and fall of empire 
in the " Conquest of Granada," are more frequently 
repeated than any lines in " All for Love" or " Don 
" Sebastian." 

To search his plays for vigourous sallies and sen- 
tentious elegances, or to fix the dates of any little 
pieces which he wrote by chance, or by solicitation, 
were labour too tedious and minute. 

His dramatic labours did not so wholly absorb 
liis thoughts, but that he promulgated the laws of 
translation in a preface to the English Epistles of 

VOL, IX. D d 
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Ovid ; one of which he translated himself, and 
another in conjunction with the earl of Mulgrave. 

Absalom and Achitophel is a work so well known, 
that particular criticism is superfluous. If it be con- 
sidered as a poem political and controversial, it will 
be found to comprise all the excellences of which 
the subject is susceptible; acrimony of censurc» 
elegance of praise, artful delineation of characters^ 
variety and vigour of sentiment, happy turns of 
language, and pleasing harmony of numbers ; and 
all these raised to such a height as cai; scarcely be 
found in any other English composition. 

It is not, however, without faults : some lines are 
inelegant or improper, and too many are irreligi- 
ously licentious. The original structure of the 
poem was defective : allegories drawn to great 
length will always break ; Charles could not run 
continually paralleled with David. 

The subject had likewise another inconvenience : 
it admitted little hnagery or description ; and a 
long poem of mere sentiments easily becomes tedi- 
ous; though all the parts are forcible, and every 
line kindles new rapture, the reader, if not relieved 
by the interposition of something that soothes the 
fancy, grows weary of admiration, and defers the 
rest. 

As an approach to the historical truth was ne- 
cessary, the action and catastrophe were not in the 
poet's power : there is therefore an unpleasing dis- 
proportion between the beginning and the end. We 
are alarmed by a faction formed of many sects, 
various in their principles but agreeing in their 
purpose of miscliief, xormidable tor their numbers 
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'and strong by their supports; while the king's 
friends are few and weak. The chiefs on either part 
are set forth to view : but when expectation is at the 
height, the king makes a speech, and 

Henceforth a series of new times began. 

Who can forbear to think of an enchanted castle, 
with a wide moat and lofty battlements, walls of 
marble and gates of brass, which vanishes at once 
into air, when the destined knight blows his horn 
before it ? 

In the second part, written by Tate, there is a 
long insertion, which, for its poignancy of satire, 
exceeds any part of the former. Personal resent- 
ment, though no laudable motive to satire, can add 
great force to general principle. Self-love is a busy 
prompter. 

" The ISIedal," written upon the same principles 
with " Absalom and Achitophel," but upon a narrow 
plan, gives less pleasure, though it discovers equal 
abilities in the writer. The sui>erstructure cannot 
extend beyond the foundation ; a single character 
or incident cannot furnish as many ideas, as a series 
of events or multiplicity of agents. Tliis poem, 
therefore, since time has left it to itself, is not much 
read, nor perhaps generally understood ; yet it a- 
bounds with touches both of humourous and serious 
satire. The picture of a man whose propensions to 
mischief are such, that his best actions are but 
inability of wickedness, is very skilfully delineated 
and stronfflv coloured : 



Power was his aim ; but, thrown from that pretence, 
The wretch turn'd loyal in his own defence, 
^Vnd malice rcconcil'd him to his prince. 
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Hiixi^ in the anguish of his soul, he sorv'd ; 
Rewarded faster still than be deserv'd ; 
Behold him now exalted into trust — 
His counsels ofl con^^nient, seldom just ; 
£v'n in the most sincere advice he gare. 
He had a grudging still to be a knave. 
The frauds he learnt in his fanatic years^ 
Made him uneasy in his lawful gears. 
At least ad little honest as he could. 
And, like white witches, mischievously good. 
To this first bias, longingly, he leans ; 
And rather would be great by wicked means. 

9 

The Threnodiay which, by a term I am afraid 
tieither authorized nor analogical, he calls Avgus-^ 
talisy is not among his happiest productions. Its 
first and obvious defect is the irregularity of its 
metre, to which the ears of that age, however, were 
accustomed. What is worse, it has neither tender- 
ness nor dignity ; it is neither magnificent nor pa- 
thetic. He seems to look round him for imaged 
which he cannot find ; and what he has, he distorts 
by endeavouring to enlarge them. " He is," he says, 
** petrified with grifef ;" but the marble sometimes 
relents, and trickles in a joke. 

The sons of art all med'cines try*d. 
And every noble remedy apply'd : 

With emulation each essay 'd 

His utmost skill : nat/, more, they pray'd ; 
Was never losing game with better conduct play'd. 

He had been a little inclined to merriment before, 
upon the prayers of a nation for their dying sove- 
reign ; nor was he seriojus enough to keep heathen 
fables out of his religion % 
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With him the innumerable crowd of armed prayers 
Knocked at the gates oP Heaven^ and knock'd aloud : 

Thejirit weU-meaning rude petitioners 
All for his life assail'd the throne, 

AU would have brib'd the skies by offering up their 
own. 

So great a throng not Heaven itself could bar : 

'Twas almost borne by force as in the giants' war. 

The prayers, at least, for his reprieve were heard : 

His death, like Hezekiah's, was deferred. 

There is throughout the composition a desire of 

splendour without wealth. In the conclusion he 

seems too much plea$ed with the prospect of the 

new reign, to have lamented his old master with 

much sincerity. 

He did not miscarry in this attempt, for want of 
«kill either in lyric or elegiac poetry. His poem 
on the death of Mrs KUlegrew is undoubtedly the 
noblest ode that our language ever has produced. 
The first part flows with a torrent of enthusiasm, 
^* Fervet immensusque ruit*' All the stanzas indeed 
BT^ not equal. An imperial crown cannot be one 
continued diamond; the gems must be held together 
by some less valuable matter. 

In his first ode for Cecilia's day, which is lost in 
the splendour of the second, there are passages which 
would have dignified any other poet. The first 
stanza is vigorpjus apd elegant, though the word 
diapason is too technical, and the rhymes are too 
remote from one another. 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame began : 
^Vhen Nature underneath a heap of jarring atoms lay» 
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And could not heave her head^ 
The tuneful voice was heard from high. 

Arise ye more than dead. 
Then cold and hot, and moist and dry. 
In order to their stations leap, 

And music's power obey. 
From harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame began : 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran. 

The diapason closing full in man. 

The conclusion is likewise striking; but it in- 
cludes an image so awful in itself, that it can owe 
little to poetry ; and 1 could wish the antithesis of 
music untuning had found some other place. 

As from the power of sacred lays 

The spheres began to move. 
And sung the great Creator's praise 

To all the bless'd above : 



So, when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 
The trumpet shall be heard on high^ 
The dead shall live, the living die. 
And music shall untune the sky. 
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Of his skill in elegy, he has given a specimen in 
his Eleonora, of which the following lines discover 
their author : 

Though all these rare endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrow space of life confin'd. 
The figure was with full perfection crown 'd. 
Though not so large an orb, as truly round : 
As when in glory, through the public place, 
The spoils of conquer'd nations were to pass. 
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And but one day for triumph was allow'd. 

The consul wu constnin'd his pomp to crowd; 

And 80 the swifl procession huriy'd on. 

That all, tho' not distJncdy, might be aliuwn ; 

So, in the strai ten 'd bounds of life confin'd. 

She gave but glimpses of her glorious mind; 

And multitudes of virtues paua'd along. 

Each pressing foremost in the mighty throng. 

Ambitious to be seen, and then make room 

For greater multitudes that were to come. 

Yet unemplo/d no minute slipp'd away— 

Moments were precious in so short a stay. 

The haste of Heaven to have her was so great, "x 

That some were single acts, though eacli complete, > 

And every act stood ready to repeat. J 

This piece, however, is not without its faults ; 
there is so much likeness in the initial comparison, 
that there is no illustration. As a king would be 
lamented, Eleonora was lamented : 

As, when some great and gracious monarch dies. 

Soft whispers, first, and mournful murmurs, rise 

Amimg the sad attendants ; then tlie sound 

Soon gathers voice, and spreads the news around. 

Through town and country, till the dreadful blast 

Is blown to distant colonies at last, 

Who then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain. 

For his long life, and for his happy reign ; 

So slowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame "i 

Did matchless Eleonora's fate proclaim, >- 

Till public as the loss the news became. ' 

This is little better than to say in pmse ci a 
nhnib, that it is as green as a tree ; or of a brook, 
that it waters a garden as a river waters a coun- 
tiy. 
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Drydeii confesses that he did not know the lady 
whom he celebrates : the praise being therefore in- 
evitably general, fixes no impression upon the reader, 
nor excites any tendency to love, nor much desire of 
imitation. Knowledge of the subject is to the poet 
what durable materials are to the architect. 

The Religio Laid, which borrows its title from 
the Rcligio Medici of Browne, is almost the only 
work of Dryden which can be considered as a 
voluntary effusion ; in fhis, therefore, it might be 
hoped, that the full effulgence of his genhis would 
be found. But unhappily the subject is rather 
argumentative than poetical ; he intended only a 
specimen of metrical disputation : 

And this unpolish'd nigged verse I chose. 
As fittest for discourse, and nearest prose. 

This, however, is a composition of great excel- 
lence in its kind, in which the familiar is very 
properly diversified with the solemn, and the grave 
with the humorous ; in which metre has neither 
weakened the force, nor clouded the perspicuity of 
argument; nor will it be easy to find another 
example eqiially happy of this middle kind of 
writing, which, though prosaic in some parts, 
rises to high poetry in others; and neither towers to 
the skies, nor creeps along the ground. 

Of the same kind, or not far distant from it, is the 
" Hind and Panther," the longest of all Dryden's 
original poems; an allegory intended to comprize 
and to decide the controversy between the Romanists 
and protestants. The scheme of the work is inju- 
ddcious and incommodious ; for what can be mor^ 
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absurd, than that one beast should counsel another 
to rest her faith upon a pope and council ? He 
seems well enough skilled in the usual topics of ar- 
gument, endeavours to shew the necessity of an in- 
fallible judge, and reproaches the reformers with 
want of unity ; but it is weak enough to ask, why, 
since we see without knowing how, we may i*ot 
have an infallible judge without knowing where ? 

The Hhid at one time is afraid to drink at the 
(-■onimon brook, because she may be worried ; but, 
walking home with the Panther, talks by the way 
of the Nkeiie Fathers, and at last declares herself 
to be the Catholic church. 

This absurdity was very properly ridiculed in the 
City Mouse and Country Mouse of Montague and 
Prior; and in the detection and censure of the in- 
congruity of the fiction, chiefly consists tlie value of 
their performance, whicli, whatever reputation it 
might obtain by the help of temporary passions, 
seems, to readers almost a century distant, not very 
forcible or animated. 

Pope, whose judgment was perhaps a little bribed 
by the subject, used to mention this poem as the 
most correct specimen of Dryden's versitication. 
It was indeed written when he had complitoly 
formed his manner, and may be supposed to exhibit, 
negligence excepted, his deUberate and ultimate 
scheme of metre. 

We may therefore Reasonably infer, that he did 
not approve the perpetual uniformity which con- 
fines the sense to couplets, since he has brpkea his 
lines in the initial paragraph. 



408 DRYDEN. 

A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged. 

Fed on the lawns, and in the forest rang'd ; 

Without unspotted, innocent within. 

She fear'd no danger, for she knew no sin. 

Yet had she oft been chas'd witli horns and hounds. 

And Scythian shafts, and many winged wounds 

Aim'd at her heart ; was often forced to fly, 

And doom'd to death, though fated not to die. 

These lines are lofty, elegant, and musical, not- 
withstanding the interruption of the pause, of which 
the effect is rather increase of pleasure by variety, 
than offence by ruggedness. 

To the first part it was his intention, he says, " to 
" give the majestic turn of heroic poesy ;" and per- 
haps he might have executed his design not unsuc- 
cessfully, had not an opportunity of satire, which he 
cannot forbear, fallen sometimes in his way. The 
character of a presbyterian, whose emblem is the 
wol/l is not very heroic&,lly majestic : 



More haughty than the rest, the wolfish race 

Appear with belly gaunt and famish'd face ; 

Never was so deform'd a beast of grace. 

His ragged tail betwixt his legs he wears. 

Close clapp'd for shame ; but his rough crest he rears. 

And pricks up his predestinating ears. 



I 



His general character of the other sorts of beasts 
that never go to church, though sprightly and keen, 
has, however, not much of heroic poesy : 

These are the chief; to number o'er the rest. 
And stand like Adam, naming every beast. 
Were weary work ; nor will the muse describe 
A slimy-born, and sun-l>egotten tribe. 
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Who, far from steeples and their sacred sound. 
In fields their sullen conventicles found. 
These gross, half-animated lumps I leave—- 
Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceive : 
But, if they think at all, 'tis sure no higher 
Than matter, put in motion, may aspire : 
Souls that can scarce ferment their mass of clay. 
So drossy, so divisible are they. 
As would but serve poor bodies for allay. 
Such souls as shards produce, such beetle things 
As odlybus to heaven with evening wings; 
Strike in the dark, offending but by chance ; 
Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 
They know no being, and but hate a name ; 
To them the Hind and Panther are the same. 

One more instance, and that from the narrative 
part, where style was more in his choice, will shew 
how steadily he kept his resolution of heroic dig- 
nity. 

For when the herd, sufficed, did late repair 

To ferny heaths and to their forest laire. 

She made a mannerly excuse to stay. 

Proffering the Hind to wait her half the way ; 

That, since the sky was clear, an hour of talk 

Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 

With much good-will the motion was embrac'd, 

To chat awhile on their adventures past : 

Nor had the grateful Hind so soon forgot 

Her friend and fellow-sufferer in the plot ; 

Yet, wondering how of late she grew estrang'd. 

Her forehead cloudy and her count'nance chang'd. 

She thought this hour th' occasion would present 

To learn her secret cause of discontent. 

Which well she hop'd might be with ease redress'd, 

Considering her a well-bred civil beast. 

And more a gentlewoman than the rest. 

After some common talk what rumours ran. 

The lady of the spotted muff began. 
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The %cond and third parts he professes to have 
reduced to dktko more ^miliar and more suitaUe 
to dispute and conversation ; the difieraice is not, 
bovrever, very easily perceived; the first has &- 
miliar, and the two others have sonorous, lines. 
The original incongruity runs through the whole : 
the king is now Cssar, and now the Lion ; and the 
name Pan is given to the Supreme Being. 

But when this O0i&tituti<xial absurdity is iorgiv* 
en, the poem must be confessed to be written widi 
great smoothness of metre, a wide extent ct know- 
ledge, and an abundant multiplicitj^ of images The 
oontro^ersy is embellished with pointed sentoices^ 
diversified by illustraticms, and enlivened by sallies 
of invective. Some of the facts to which allusions 
are made, are now become obscure, and perhaps 
there may be many satirical passages little under- 
stood. 

As it was by its nature a work of defiance, a com- 
position which would naturally be examined with 
the utmost acrimmiy of criticism, it was probaUy 
laboured with uncommon attenticHi, and there are, 
indeed, few negligences in the sulxxdinate parts. 
The original impropriety, and the subsequent unpo- 
pularity of the subject, added to the ridiculousness 
of its first elements, has sunk it into neglect ; but it 
may be usefully studied, as an example of poetical 
ratiocination, in wliich th^ argument sufiers little 
from the metre. 

In the poem on **the Birth of the Prince of 
« Wales," nothing is very remarkable but the ex- 
orbitant adulation, and that insensibility of the pre- 
cipice on which the king was then standing, which 
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Uie laureat apparently shared with the rest of the 
courtiers. A few months cured him of controver- 
sy, dismissed him from court, and made him again 
a play-wright and translator. 

Of Juvenal there had been a translation by Sta- 
pylton, and another by Holiday ; neither of them 
is very poetical. Stapylton is more smooth ; and 
Holiday's is more esteemed for the learning of his 
notes. A new version was proposed to the poets of 
' that time, and undertaken by them in conjunction. 
The main design was conducted by Dryden, whose 
reputation was such that no man was unwilling to 
serve the muses under him. 

The general character of this translation will be 
jgiven, when it is said to preserve the wit, but to 
want the dignity, of the original. The peculiarity 
of Juvenal is a mixture of gaiety and stateliness, of 
pointed sentences and declamatory grandeur. His 
points have not been neglected ; but his grandeur 
none of the band seemed to consider as necessary to 
be imitated, except Creech, who undertook the thir- 
teenth satire. It is therefore perhaps possible to 
give a better representation of that great satirist, 
even in those parts which Dryden himself has trans- 
lated, some passages excepted, which will never be 
excelled. 

With Juvenal was published PerSius, translated 
wholly by Dryden. This work, though, like all 
other productions of Dr}'den, it m^y liave shining 
parts, seems to have been written merely for wages, 
in an uniform mediocrity, without any eager endea- 
vour after excellence, or laborious effort of the 
mind. 
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There wanders an opinion among the readers of 
poetry, that one of these satires is an exercise of 
the school. Dryden says, that he once translated 
it at school; but not that he preserved or published 
the juvenile performance. 

Not long afterwards, he undertook perhaps the 
most arduous work of its kind, a translation of 
Virgil, for which he had shewn how well he was 
qualified by his version of the PolUo, and two epi- 
sodes, one of Nisus and Euryalus, the other of Me* 
zentius and Lausus. 

In the comparison of Homer and Virgil, the dis- 
criminative excellence of Homer is elevation and 
comprehension of thought, and that of Virgil is 
grace and splendour of diction. The beauties of 
Homer are therefore difficult to be lost, and those 
of Virgil difficult to be retained. The massy trunk 
of sentiment is safe by its solidity, but the blossoms 
of elocution easily drop away. The author, having 
the choice of his own images, selects those which 
he can best adorn ; the translator must, at all hazards, 
follow his original, and express thoughts which per- 
liaps he w^ould not have chosen. When to this pri- 
mary difficulty is added the inconvenience of a lan- 
guage so much inferior in harmony to the Latin, it 
cannot be expected that they who read the Cieor- 
gics and the iEneid, should be much delighted with 
any version. 

All these obstacles Dryden saw, and all these he 
detennined to encounter. The expectation of his 
work was imdoubtedly great ; the nation considered 
its honour as interested in the event. One gave him 
the different editions of his author, another helped 
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him in the subordinate parts. The arguments of 
the several books were given him by Addison. 

The hopes of the public were not disappointed. 
He produced, says Pope, " the most noble and spi- . 
" rited translation that I know in any language."* 
[t certainly excelled whatever had appeared in Eng- 
lish, and appears to have satisfied his friends, and, 
for the most part, to liave silenced his enemies. 
JMilbourne, indeed, a clergyman, attacked it ; but 
his outrages seem to be the ebullitions of a mind 
agitated by stronger resentment than bad poetry 
can excite, and previously resolved not to be 
pleased. 

His criticism extends only to the preface, pastor- 
als, and georgics ; and as he professes to give his 
antagonist an opportunity of reprisal, he has added 
his own version of the first and fourth pastorals, 
and the first georgic The world has forgotten his 
book ; but, since his attempt has given him a place 
in literary history, I will preserve a specimen of liis 
criticism, by inserting his remarks on the invoca- 
tion before the first georgic, and of his poetry, by 
annexing his own version. 

Ver. 1. 

'* What makes a plenteous harvest, when to turn 
" The fruitful soil, and when to sow the corn. 

'* It's unlucky, they say, to stumble at the threshold: 
" but what has ^plenteous hatred to do here ? V^ir- 
" gil would not pretend to prescribe rules for that 
" which depends not on the husbandman's care, but 
" the dis]x>sition of Heaven altogether. Indeed, the 
'* plenteous crop depends somewhat on the good 
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" method of tillage ; and where the land's ill-man- 
" ur'd, the com, without a miracle, can be but in- 
" different ; but the harvest may be good, which is 
" its properest epithet, tho' the husbandman's skill 
" were never so indiflFerent, The next sentence is 
" too literal, and when to plough had been A^irgil's 
" meaning, and intelligible to every body ; and when 
" to sow the corn, is a needless addition." 



Ver. s. 
" The care of sheep, of oxen, and of kine, 



$( 



Aiid when to geld the lambs, and sheer the swine, 



" would as well have fallen under the " cura bonum, 
" qui cultus habendo sit pecori, as Mr D.'s deduc 
" tion of particulars." 

Ver. i 



" The birth and genius of the frugal bee 
" I sing, Maecenas, and I sing to thee ; 



" but where did eccperientia ever signify birth and 
** genius ? or what ground was there for such a 
" figure in this place ? How much more manly is 
•* Mr Ogylby's version ?" 






What makes rich grounds, in what celestial signs 
'Tis good to plough, and many elms with vines : 
What best fits cattle, what with sheep agrees, 

" And several arts improving frugal bees : 

** I sing, Meecenafi. 

** which four lines, tho' faulty enough, are yet much 
** more to the purpose than Mr D.'s six." 

Ver. 22. 
'' From 6elds and mountains to my song repair. 
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^ Forpatrium Hnquems nemuSf saltusque JLyi 
*• very well explained T 

Ver. 23. 24. 

** Inventor Pallas^ of the fattening oil, 

^* Thou founder of the plough, and ploughman's toil ! 

'* Written as if these had been Pallas's invention.'* 
" The ploughman's tents impertinent" 

Ver. 25. 
" — The ahroud-like cypress — - 



€i 
it 



Why shroud-like ? Is a cypress, pulled up by the 
roots, which the sculptor in the last eclogue fills 
Silvanus's hand with, so very like a shroud ? Or 
" did not Mr D. think of that kind of cypress Uj^'d 
" often for scarves and hatbands at funerals former- 
" ly, or for widows' vails, &c. ? if so, 'twas a deep 
" good thought." 



Ver. 2f). 

« That wear 

^' The royal honours, and increase the year. 



ti 



What's meant by increasing the year ? Did the 
gods or goddesses add more months, or days, or 
** hours, to it ? Or how can arva ttieri signify to 
" wear rural honours ? .Is this to translate, or abuse 
" an author ? The next couplet is borrowed from 
« Ogylby, I suppose, because less to the purpose 
" than ordinary."* 

Ver. 33. 

" The jiatron of the world, and Rome s peculiar guard. 
VOL. IX. E e 
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" Idle, and none of Virgil's, no more than the sense 
" of the precedent couplet ; so again, he interpolates 
" Virgil with that and the round circle of the year 
*^ to guide powerful of blessings, which thou strew*st 
" around ; a ridiculous Latinism, and an imperti- 
" nent addition ; indeed the whole period is but one 
" piece of absurdity and nonesense, as those who 
** lay it with the original must find*" 



Ver. 42, 43. 
'' And Neptune shall resign the faces of the sea. 

** Was he consul or dictator there ?" 

" And wat'ry virgins for thy bed shall strive. 

" Both absurd interpolations/' 

Ver. 47, 48. 

^' Where in the void of heaven a place is free, 
*' Ah, happy D— n, were that place for thee ! 

" But where is that void ? Or, what does our trans- 
" lator mean by it ? He knows what Ovid says, God 
" did not prevent such a void in heaven ; perhaps 
" this was then forgotten : but Virgil talks more 
" sensibly." 



Ver. 49. 

*' The scorpion ready to receive thy laws. 

" No, he would not then have gotten out of his way 
" so fast" 

Ver. 56. 
" Though Proserpine aflfects her silent seat. 
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** What made her then so angry with Ascalaphus, 
** for preventing her return ? She was now mus'd 
" to patience under the determinations of fate, ra- 
" ther than fond of her residence." 

Ver. 61, 62, 63. 

Pity the poet's and the ploughman's cares. 
Interest thy greatness in our mean affairs. 
And use thyself betimes to hear our prayers. 



41 
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*' Which is such a wretched perversion of Virgil's 
" noble thought, as Vicars would have blushed at ; 
" but Mr Ogylby makes us some amends, by his 
*• better lines : 

" O "wheresoe'er thou art, from thence incline, 
" And grant assistance to my bold design ! 
** Pity, with me, poor husbandmen's affairs. 
And now, as if translated, hear our prayers. 



(t 



*^ this is sense, and to the purpose : the other, poor 
" mistaken stuff." 

Such were the strictures of Milboume, who found 
few abettors, and of whom it may be reasonably 
imagined, that many who favoured his design were 
ashamed of his insolence. 

When admiration had subsided, the translation 
was more coolly examined, and found, like all others, 
to be sometimes erroneous, and sometimes licen- 
tious. Those who could find faults, thought they 
could avoid them; and Dr Brady attempted in 
blank verse a translation of the ^neid, which, when 
dragged into the world, did not live long enough to 
cry. I have never seen it ; but that such a version 
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there is, or has been» perhaps spiiie old catalogue 
inf(»ined me. 

With not much better success, Trapp, when his 
tragedy and his prelections had given him reputa^ 
tion, attempted another blank version of the iGneid ; 
to which, notwithstanding the slight regard with 
which it was treated, he had afterwards persever- 
ance enough to add the eclogues and georgicsw 
His book may continue in existence as long as it is 
the clandestine refuge of school-boys. 

Since the English ear has been accustomed to the 
niellifluence of Pope's numbers, and the diction of 
poetry has become more splendid, new attempts 
have been made to translate Virgil ; and all his 
works have been attempted by men better qualified 
to contend with Dry den. I will not engage myself 
in an invidious comparison, by opposing one pas- 
sage to another ; a work of which there would be 
no end, and which might be often offensive without 
use. 

It is not by comparing line with line that the 
merit of great works is to be estimated, but by their 
general effects and ultimate result. It is easy to 
note a weak line, and write one more vigorous in its 
place, to find a happiness of expression in the origin* 
al, and transplant it by force into the version : but 
what is given to the parts may be subducted fix)m 
the whole, and the reader may be weary, though the 
critic may commend. Works of imagination excel 
by their allurement and delight ; by their power of 
attracting and detaining the attention. That book 
is good in vain, which the reader throws away. He 
only is the master, who keeps the mind in pleasing 
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daptivity ; whose pages are perused with eagerness^ 
and in hope of new pleasure {u*e perused again ; ^nd 
whose conclusion is perceived with an eye of sor- 
row, such as the traveller casts upon departing day. 

By his proportion of this predomination, I will 
consent that Dryden should be tried ; of this, which, 
in opposition to reason, makes Ariosto the doling 
and the pride of Italy ; of this, which, in defiance of 
criticism, continues Shakspeare the sovereign of tb^ 
drama. 

His last work was his Fables, in which he gave 
us the first example of a mode of writing which the 
Italians call refaccimentOy a renovation of ancient 
writers, by modernizing their language. Thus the 
old poem of Boiardo has been newly dressed by 
Domenichi and Bemi. The works of Chaucer, upcofi 
which this kind of rejuvenescence has been bestowed 
by Dryden, require little criticism. The tale of the 
Cock seems hardly worth revival ; and the story of 
Palamon and Arcite, containing an action unsuita- 
ble to the times in which it is placed, can hardly be 
suffered to pass without censure of the hyperhcdi- 
eal commendation which Dryden has giv^ai it in 
the general preface, and in a poetical dedication, a 
piece where his original fondness of remote conceits 
seems to have revived. 

Of the three pieces borrowed from Boccace, Sigis- 
munda may be defended by the celebrity of the 
story. Theodore iand Honoria, though it contains 
tiot much moral, yet afforded opportunities of atrik 
ing description. And Cymon was formerly a tale 
of such reputation, that at the revival of letters it 
was translated into Latin by one of i 
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Whatever subjects employed his pen, he was still 
improving our measures, and embellishing our lan- 
guage. 

In this volume are interspersed some short ori- 
ginal poems, which, with his prologues, epilogues, 
and songs, may be comprised in Congreve's re- 
mark, that even those, if he had written nothing 
else, would have entitled him to the praise of excel- 
lence in his kind 

One composition must however be distinguished. 
The ode for St Cecilia's day, perhaps the last effort 
of bis poetry, has been always considered as exhi- 
biting the highest flight of fancy, and the exactest 
nicety of art. This is allowed to stand without a 
rival. If indeed there is any excellence beyond it, 
in some other of Dryden's works that excellence 
must be found. Compared with the ode on Kille^ 
grew, it may be pronounced perhaps superior in the 
whole, but without any single part equal to the first 
stanza of the other. 

It is said to have cost Dryden a fcwtnighfs la- 
bour ; but it does not want its negligences : some of 
the lines are without correspondent rhymes ; a de- 
fect which I never detected but after an acquain- 
tance of many years, and which the enthusiasm of 
the writer might hinder him from perceiving. 

His last stanza has less emotion than the former ; 
but it is not less elegant in the diction. The con- 
clusion is vicious ; the music of Timotheus, which 
raised a mortal to the skies, had only a metaphori- 
cal power ; that of Cecilia, which drew an angel 
down, had a real effect: the crown therefore could 
not reasonably be divided. 



# 
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In a general survey of Dryden's labours, he ap- 
pears to have a mind very comprehei;^sive by nature, 
and much enriched with acquired knowledge. His 
compositions are the effects of a vigorous genius 
operating upon large materials. 

, The power that predominated in his intellectual 
operations was rather strong reason than quick sen- 
g nihility. Upon all occa^ons that were presented, he 
studied rather than felt, and produced sentiments 
not such as nature enforces, but meditation supplies. 
With the simple and elemental passions, as they 
spring separate in the mind, he seems not much ac- 
quainted ; and seldom describes them but as they 
are complicated by the various relations of society, 
and confused in the tumults and agitations of life. 

What he says of love may contribute to the ex- 
planation of his character : 

Love various minds does variously inspire : 
It stirs in gentle bosoms gentle fire. 
Like that of incense on the altar laid ; 
But raging flames tempestuous souls invade: 
A fire which every windy passion blows, 
With pride it mounts, or with revenge it glows. 

Dry den's was not one of the gentle bosoms : Love, 
as it subsists in itself, with no tendency but to the 
person loved, and wishing only for correspondent 
kindness ; such love as shuts out all other interest, 
the love of the golden age, was too soft and subtile 
to put his faculties in motion. He hardly conceived 
it but in its turbulent effervescence with some other 
desires; when it was inflamed by rivalry, or ob- 
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structed by difficulties ; when it invigorated ambi- 
tion, or exasperated revenge. 

He is therdbre, with all his variety of excellence, 
not often pathetic ; and had so little sensibility of 
the power of effusions purely natural, that he did 
not esteem them in others. Simplicity gave him 
no pleasure ; and for the first part of his life be 
looked on Ot way with contempt^ Hiough at las^ 
indeed very late, he confessed that in his jiay thett 
was Nature^ which is the chief beauty. w 

We do not always know oiur own motives. I am 
not certain whether it was not rather the difficulty 
which he found in exhibiting t^e genuine opa-a^ 
tions of the heart, than a servile submission to an 
injudicious audience, that filled his plays with falae 
magnificence. It was necessary to fix attention ; and 
the mind can be captivated only by recollection, or 
by curiosity, by reviving natural sentiments, or 
impressing new appearances of things : sentences 
were readier at his call than images ; he could more 
easily fill the ear with splendid novelty, than awaken 
those ideas that slumber in the heart. 

The favourite exercise of his mind was ratiocina- 
tion ; and, that argument might not be too soon 
at an end, he delighted to talk of liberty and neces- 
sity, destiny and contingehce ; these he discusses 
in the language of the school, with so much pro- 
fimdity^ that the terms which he uses are not always 
understood. It is indeed learning, but learning 
but of place. 

AVhen once he had engaged himself in disputa- 
tion, thoughts flowed in on either side : he was now 
no longer at a loss ; he had always objections and 
solutions at command ; " verbaque provisam rem* 
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'•—give him matter for his verse, and he finds 
without difficulty verse for his matter. 

In comedy, for which he professes himself not 
naturally qualified, the mirth whidi he excites will 
perhaps not be fbund so much to arise from any 
oHginal humour, or peculiarity of character, nicely 
distinguished and diligently pursued, as from inci- 
dents and circumstances, artifices and surprizes; 
from jests of action rather than of sentiment. What 
he had of humorous or passionate, he seems to have 
had, not from nature but from other poets ; if not 
always as a plagiary, at least as an imitator. 

Next to argument, his delight was in wild and 
daring sallies of sentiment, in the irregular and ec- 
centric violence of wit He delighted to tread 
upon the brink of meaning, where light and dark- 
ness begin to mingle ; to approach the precipice of 
absurdity, and hover over the abyss of unideal va- 
cancy. This indination sometimes t)roduced non- 
sense, which he knew ; as> 

Move swiftly^ Sun, and fly a lover's pace. 
Leave weeks and months behind thee in thy race. 

Amamel flies 
To guard thee fh)m the demons of the air ; 
My flaming sword above them to display^ 
All keen, and ground upon the edge of day« 

And sometimes it issued in absurdities, of which 
perhaps he was not conscious : 

Then we upon our orb's last verge shall go. 

And see the ocean leaning on the sky ; 
From thence our rolling neighbours we shall know> 
And on the lunar world securely pry. 
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These lines have no meaning ; but may we not 
say, in imitation of Cowley on another book, 

Tis 80 like sense 'twill serve the turn as well ? 

This endeavour after the grand and the new, pro- 
duced many sentiments either great or bulky, and 
many images either just or splendid : 

I am as free as Nature first made man^ 
Ere the base laws of servitude began^ 
When wild in woods the noble savage ran. 

— 'Tis but because the living death ne'er knew. 
They fear to prove it as a thing that's new ; 
Let me the experiment before you try, 
I'll shew you first how easy 'tis to die. 

— There with a forest of their darts he strove^ 
And stood like Capaneus defying Jove^ 
With his broad sword the boldest beating down. 
While Fate grew pale lest he should win the town. 
And turn'd the iron leaves of his dark book. 
To make new dooms, or mend what it mistook. 

—I beg no pity for this mouldering clay ; 

For if you give it burial, there it takes 

Possession of your earth : 

If burnt and scattered in the air, the winds 

That strew my dust diffuse my royalty. 

And spread me o*er your clime, for where one atom 

Of mine shall light, know there Sebastian reigns. 

Of these quotations the two first may be allowed to 
be great, the two latter only tumid. 

Of such selection there is no end. I will add 
only a few more passages ; of which the first, though 
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it may not perhaps be quite clear in prose, is ilot too 
obscure for poetry, as the meaning that it has is 
noble : 

No, there is a necessity in Fate, 
Why still the brave bold man is fortunate : 
He keeps his object ever full in sight : 
And that assurance holds him firm and right. 
True, 'tis a narrow way that leads to bliss. 
But right before there is no precipice : 
Fear makes men look aside, and so their footing miss. 

Of the images which the two following citations af- 
ford, the first is elegant, the second magnificent ; 
whether either be just, let the reader judge : 

What precious drops are these. 
Which silently each other's track pursue. 
Bright as young diamonds in their infant dew } 

Resign your castle- 



— Enter, brave Sir ; for when you speak the word. 
The gates shall open of their own accord : 
The genius of the place its lord shall meet. 
And bow its towery forehead at your feet. 

These bursts of extravagance Dryden calls the 
«' Dalilahs" of the theatre ; and owns that many 
noisy lines of ** Maximin and Almanzor" call out 
for vengeance upon him : " but I knew," says he, 
" that they were bad enough to please even when I 
'* wrote them." There is surely reason to suspect 
that he pleased himself as well as his audience ; and 
that these, like the harlots of other men, had his 
love, though not his approbation. 

He had sometimes faults of a less generous and 
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splendid kind. He makes, like almost all other 
poets, very frequent use of mythology, and some- 
times connects religion and fable too closely without 
distinction. 

He descends to display his knowledge with pe- 
dantic ostentation ; as when, in translating Virgil, 
he says, ** tack to the larboard,'" — and ** veer star- 
" board ;" and talks, in another work, of ** virtue 
** spooning before the wind.* His vanity now and 
then betrays his ignorance : 

Thej Natiire*8 king through Natare'8 optics view'd ; 
Reven'd they view'd him leasen'd to their eyes. 



He had heard of reversing a telescope, and unluckily 
reverses the object. 

He is sometimes unexpectedly mean. When he 
describes the Supreme Being as moved by prayer to 
stop the fire of London, what is his expression ? 

A hollow crystal pjmubid he takes. 

In firmamental waters dipp'd ahove; 
Of this a broad exU^tguisher he makes. 

And hoods the flames that to their quarry strove. 

When he describes the last day, and the decisive 
tribunal, he intermingles this image : 

When rattling bones together fly. 
From the four quarters of the sky. 

It was indeed never in his power to resist the 
temptation of a jest In his el^y on Cromwell : 

No sooner was the Frenchman's cause embrac'd. 
Than the light Monsieur the grave Don outweigh'd. 
His fortune tom'd the scale 
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He had a vanity^ unworthy of his abilities, to 
shew, as may be suspected, the rank of the company 
with whom he lived, by the use of French words, 
which had then crept into conversation ; such as 
Jraicheur for coolness yfaugue for turbulence^ and a 
few more, none of which the language has incorpo- 
rated or retained. They continue only where they 
tstood first, perpetual warnings to future innovators. 

These are his faults of affectation ; his faults of 
negligence are beyond recital. Such is the uneven- 
ness of his compositions, that ten lines are seldom 
found together without something of which the 
reader is ashamed. Dry den was no rigid judge of 
his own pages ; he seldom struggled after supreme 
excellence, but snatched in haste what was within 
his reach ; and when he could content others, was 
himself contented. He did not keep present to his 
mind an idea of pure perfection ; nor compare his 
works, such as they were, with what they might be 
made. He knew to whom he should be opposed. 
He had more music than Waller, more vigour than 
Denham, and more nature than Cowley ; and from 
his contemporaries he was in no danger. Standing 
therefore in the highest place, he had no care to 
rise by contending with himself; but, while there 
was no name above his own, was willing to enjoy 
fame on the easiest terms. 

He was no lover of labour. What he thought 
sufficient, he did not stop to make better; and 
allowed himself to leave many parts unfinished, in 
confidence that the good lines would overbalance 
the bad. What he had once written, he dismissed 
from his thoughts ; and I believe there is no example 
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to be found of any correction or improvement made 
by him after publication. The hastiness of liis pro- 
ductions might be the effect of necessity ; but his 
subsequent neglect could hardly have any other 
cause than impatience of study. 

What can be said of his versification will be little 
more than a dilitation of the praise given it by 
Pope: 

Waller was smooth : But Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full resounding line. 
The long majestic march, and energy divine. 

Some improvements had been already made in 
English numbers ; but the full force of our language 
was not yet felt ; the verse that was smooth was 
commonly feeble. If Cowley had sometimes a 
finished line, he had it by chance. Dryden knew 
how to chuse the flowing and the sonorous words ; 
to vary the pauses, and adjust the accents; to 
diverisfy the cadence, and yet preserve the smooth- 
ness of his metre. 

Of triplets and alexandrines, though he did not 
introduce the use, he established it. The triplet 
has long subsisted among us. Diyden seems not 
to have traced it higher than to Chapman's Homer ; 
but it is to be found in Phaer's Virgil, written in 
the reign of Mary ; and in Hall's Satires, published 
five years before the death of Elisabeth. 

The alexandrine was, I believe, first used by 
Spenser, for the sake of closing his stanza with a 
fuller sound. We had a longer measure of fourteen 
syllables, into which the iEneid was translated by 
Phaer, and other works of the ancients by other 
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writers ; of which Chapman's Iliad was, I believe, 
the last. 

The two first lines of Phaer^s third .d&neid will 
exemplify this measure : 

When Asia's state was overthrown^ and Priam's kingdom 

stout. 
All guiltless, by the power of gods above was rooted out. 

As these lines had their break, or ccesuro^ always 
at the eight syllable, it was thought, in time, com- 
modious to divide them : and quatrains of lines al- 
ternately, consisting of eight and six syllables, make 
the most soft and pleasing of our lyric measures ; 
as, 

Relentless Time, destroying power. 

Which stone and brass obey. 
Who giv'st to every flying hour 

To work some new decay. 

In the alexandrine, when its power was once 
felt, some poems, as Drayton*s Polyolbion, were 
wholly written ; and sometimes the measures of 
twelve and fourteen syllables were interchanged 
with one another. Cowley was the first that insert- 
ed the alexandrine at pleasure among the heroic 
lines of ten syllables, and from him 'Dry den pro- 
fesses to have adopted it 

The triplet and alexandrine are not universally 
approved. Swifl always censured them, and wrote 
some lines to ridicule them. In examining their pro- 
priety, it is to be considered that the essence of verse 
is regularity, and its* ornament is variety. To write 
verse^ is to dispose syllables and sounds harmonically 
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by some known and settled rule ; a rule, howev^, lax 
enough to substitute similitude for identity, to admit 
change without breach of order, and to relieve the ear 
without disappointing it. Thus a JLiatin hexameter 
is formed fom dactyls and spoondees differently 
combined ; the English heroic admits of acute or 
grave syllables variously disposed. The Latin never 
deviates into seven feet, or exceeds the number of 
seventeen syllables; but the English alexandrine 
breaks the lawful bounds, and surprises the reader 
with two syllables more than he expected. 

The effect of the triplet is the same ; the ear has 
been accustomed to expect a new rhyme in every 
couplet ; but is on a sudden surprized with three 
rhymes together, to which the reader could not ac- 
commodate his voice, did he not obtain notice of 
the change from the braces of the margins. Surely 
there is something unskilful in necessity of such 
mechanical direction. 

Considering the metrical art simply as a science, 
and consequently excluding all casualty, we must 
allow that triplets and alexandrines, inserted by 
caprice, are interruptions of that constancy to 
which science aspires. And though the variety 
which they produce may very justly be desired, 
yet, to make poetry exact, their ought to be some 
stated mode of admitting them. 

But till some such regulation can be formed, I 
wish them still to be retained in their present state. 
They are sometimes convenient to the poet. Fenton 
was of opinion, that Dryden was too liberal, and 
Pope too sparing, in their use. 
The rhymes of Dryden are commonly just, aud 
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he valued himself for his readiness in finding them ; 
but he is sometimes open to objection. 

It is the common practice of our poets to end 
the seccmd line with a weak or grave syllable : 

Together o'er the Alps methinks we By, 
Fni'd with ideas of fair Italy. 

Dryden sometimes puts the w^ak rhyme in the 
first; 

Laugh all the powers that favour (yranity^ 
And all the standing army bf the sky. 

Sometimes he concludes a period or paragraph 
with the first line of a couplet, which, though the 
JFrench seem to do it without irregularity, always 
displeases in En^sh poetry^. 

The alexandrine, though much his favourite, is 
hot always very diligently fabricated by him. It 
invariably requires a break at the sixth syllable ; a 
rule which the modem French poets never violate, 
but which Dryden sometimes neglected : 

And witji paternal thunder vindicates his throng. 

Of Dryden's works it was said by Pope, that he 
could select from them better specimens of every 
' mode of poetry, than any other English writer 
could supply." Perhaps no nation ever produced 
a writer that enriched his language with such a variety 
of models. To him we owe the improvement, perhaps 
the completion of our metre, the refinement of our 
language, and much of the correctness of our senti* 
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ments. By him we were taught ** sapere et 
to think naturally and express forcibly. Though 
Davies has reasoned in rhyme before him, it may 
be perhaps maintained that he was the first who 
joined argument with poetry. He shewed us the 
true bounds of It translator's liberty. What was 
said of Rome, adorned by Augustus, may be ap- 
plied by an easy metaphor to EngUsh poetry 6nibeU 
lished by Dlyden, " lateritiam invenit, marmoream 
reliquif^ He found it brick, and he left it marble. 

The invocation before the georgics is here insert- 
ed from Mr Milboume's version, that according to 
his own proposal,- his verses may be compared with 
those which he censures. 

What makes the richest tilihf benimth what signs 

To plough, and when to match your ebnt and vniei ; 

What caire with^/Ioeib, and what with hetdi agrees. 

And all the manag^ait of frugal hees ; 

1 sing^ Mflecenas ! Ye immensely clear. 

Vast orbs of light, which guide the rolling year ; 

Bacchus, and mother Cer^, if by you 

We fatt'ning corn for hungry masi pursue. 

If, taught by you, we find the ciuHer prest. 

And thin cold streams ^ith uprightly juice refVesht ; 

Ye fanms, the present nkmens oi the field, 

Wood nymphs and fanms, yovut kind assistance yield ; 

Vour gifts I sing : and thou, at whose fear'd stroke 

From rending earth the fiery courser broke. 

Great Neplune, O assist my airtful song ! 

And thou to whom the woods and groves belong, 

Whose snowy heifers on her flow'ry plains 

In mighty herds the Cofcn Isle maintains ! 

Pan, happy shepherd, if thy cares divine. 

E'er to improve thy Mamalns incline. 

Leave thy Lyccean wood and niMx grove. 

And with thy lucky smiles our work approve ; 
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i. 

&t Palb» too, sweet cA's invenlar^ kiirf ; 
And he who firat the crooked plough deaign'd> 
Syhwtut, god of all the woods^ Appear^ 
Whose hands a new-drawn tender cypress bear ! 
Ye ^fodr and goddesses, who e'er with love 
Would guard our pastures and our ields improve ; 
Ye^ who new plants from unknown lands supply. 
And with condensing clouds obscure the sky. 
And drop them sofUy thence in fruitful showers ; 
Assist my enterprise ye geiltle powers 1 

And tkou, great Cssai^ ! though we know not yet 
Among what gods thoult tx thy lo^ seat; 
Whether thoult be the kind iMargod 
Of thy own Berne, or with thy awful nod 
Guide the vast world, while thy great liand shall bear 
The fruits and seasons of the turning year. 
And thy bright brows thy modier^s myKles wear ; 
Whether thoolt all die boundless ocean sway. 
And 8e»-roen only to thyself shall pmy ; 
Thule, thefiurest isknd kneel to thee, 
And, that thou may'st her son by marriage be, 
Tethys will for the happy purdiase yield 
To make a lioivry of her wat*^ fidd : 
Whether thoult add to Heaven • Mghier sign. 
And o'er the sumwier months serenely shine ; 
Where between Cancer and Erigone, 
There yet remains a spacious room for diee ; 
Where the hot Scorpion too his ami declines. 
And more to thee than half his areh resigns; 
Whate'er thou'lt be ; for aure the realms below 
No just pretence to thy command can show : 
No sudi ambition swsys thy vast dedres. 
Though Greece her own EfysianJfeUs adbnires. 
And now, at last contented Proserpine 
Can all her mothec^s earnest prayers dedine. 
Whate'er thoult be, O guide our gentle course ; 
And with thy smiles our bold attempts enforce ; 
With me th' unknowing rustic/ wants relieve, 
And> though 6n earth, our sacred vows receive ! 
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Mr Dryden, having received from Rymer his 
" Remarks on the Tragedies of the last Age/' wfote 
observations on the blank leaves ; which, having 
been in the possession of Mr Garrick, are fcy his 
favour communicated to the public, that no parti- 
cle of Dryden may be lost 









Thai we may less wonder why pity and terror 
are not now the only springs on which our tra- 
" gedies move, and that Shakspeare may be more 
" excused, Rapin confesses that the French trage- 
" dies now all run on the tendre ; and gives the 
'reason, because love is the passion which most 
'predominates in our souls, and that therefore the 
passions rept^sented become insipid, unless they 
" are conformable to the thoughts of the audi^tice. 
" But it is to be concluded, that this passion works 
not now amongst the French so strongly as the 
other two did amongst the ancients. Amongst us, 
" who have a stronger genius for writing, the oper- 
*• ations from the writing are much stronger ; for 
" the raising of Shakspeare's passions, is more from 
« the excellency of the words and thoughts, than 
" the justness of the occasion ; and if he has been 
** able to pick single occasions, he has never found- 
** ed the whole reasonably : yet, by the genius of 
" poetry in ^\Titing, he has succeeded. 

" Rapin attributes mote to the dictio^ that is, to 
" the words and discourse of a tragedy, than Ari- 
" stotle has done, who places them in the last rank 
" of beauties ; perhaps^ only last in order, because 
" they are the last product of the design, of the dis- 
" position or connection of its parts ; of the charac- 
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^^ ters, of the manners, of those characters, and of 
jbhe thoughts proceeding from those mannep. 
Kapin's words are remarkably : 'Tis not the ad- 
mirable intrigue, the surprising events and extra- 
ordinary incidents, that make the beauty of a tra- 

**^ gedy : 'tis the discoiu'ses, when they are na^Msal 

^ and passionate : so are Shakspeare's. 

** 'I'he parts of a poem, tragic or heroic, are, 

« L The fable itself 

"2. The order or manner of its contrivance, in 

*' relation of the parts to the whole. . 

3. The manners, or decenfcy, of the characters, 
in* speaking or acting what is proper for them, 
and proper to be shewn by the poet. 

4. The thoughts which express the manners. 
** 5. The words which express those thoughts. 

In the last of these. Homer excels Virgil ;• V^ir- 
^ gil all the other ancient poets ; and ^hi^kspeare all 
" modern poets. 

^ For the second of these-— the order, the mean- 
^* ing is, that a fable ought to have a beginning, 
'^ middle, and an end, all just and natural ; so that 
*.• that part, e. g. which is in the middle, could not 
</ aiaturally be the beginning or end, and so of the 
'/ 'nest : all depend on one another, like the links of 
a curious chain. If terror and pity are puly to 
be raised, certainly this author follows Aristotle's 
rules, and Sophocles' and Euripides' example i 
but joy may be raised too, and that doubly, either 
^f by seeing a wicked man punished, or a good man 
ff attlast fortunate : or perhaps indignation, to see 
." wickedness prosperous, and goodness depressed i 
'' Both these may be profitable to the end of « tra- 
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^ gedy, reformatiiHi of mannets^; bat Ibe last im- 
^ properly, only as it begets pity in the audience ; 
^ though Aristotle, I eonfess, places tragedies of 
*< this kind m the second form. 
** He who undertakes to answer this exc^ent 
critique of Mr Rymer, in behalf of our En^ish 
poets against the Greek, ought to do it to this 
manner ; dther by yielding to him the greatest 
** part of what he contends for, which consists in 
'* this, that the ^i^, L e, the dengn and condiict of 
** it, is more conducingin the Greeks to those ends 
(^tragedy, which Aristotle and he propose, name- 
ly, to cause terror and pity ; yet the granting 
^ this does not set the Greeks above the English 
•1 poets. 

*' But the answer ought to prove two things: 
** first, that the fable is not the greatest master- 
^ piece of a tragedy, though it be the fiiundatioD 
•* of it 

** Secondly, that other ends as suit^Ue to the 
^ nature of tragedy may be found in the English, 
'< which were not in the Greek* 

^ Aristotle places the fable first ; not quoad dig^ 
^ fUtatemf »ed quoad Jundamentum : for a ftble, 
^* never so movingly contrived to those ends of his, 
^ pity and terror, will operate nothing on our af> 
^ fections, except the characters, manners, thoughts^ 
^ and words, are smtable. 

^ 80 that it remains for Mr R3rmer to prove^ 
^ that in all those, or the greatest part of them, we 
** are inferior to Sophocles and Euripides ; and this 
^ he has offered at, in some measure ; but, I thpik^ 
^ a Uttie partially to the andents. 
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'* For the fitble itself^ 'tis in the English more a- 
^* domed with ejnsodes, and larger than in the 
*• Greek poets ; consequently more diverting. For, 
^' if the action be but one, and that plain, without 
any counterturn of design (X episode, i. e. under- 
plot, how can it be so pleasing as the English, 
'* which have both underplot and a turned design, 
^ which keeps the audience in expectation of the 
«< catastrophe ? whereas in the Greek poets we see 
through the whole design at first 
For the characters, they are neither so many 
^ nor so vaHous in Sophocles and Euripides, as in 
** Shakspeare and Fletcher ( oqly they are more 
^ adapted to those ends qf tragedy which Aristotle 
^* commends to us, pity and terror 

*f The manners flow from the characters, and 
consequently must partake of their advantages and 

disadvantages. 

The tlioughts and words, which are the fourth 

'^ and fifth beauties of tragedy, are certainly more 

** noble ^nd more poetical in the English than in 

" the Greek, which must be proved by comparing 

** them somewhat more equitably than Mr Rymer 

*• jhas don6. 

f^ After all, w6 need not yield that the Englisl^ 
<< way is less condudng to move pity and terror, 
^* because they oft:en shew virtue oppressed and 
y vice punished ; where they ^o not both, or either, 
^ they are not to be defended. 

** And if we should grant that the Greeks per- 
** formed this better, perhaps it may ^mit of dis* 
** pute, whether pity and. terror ate either the 
'' prime^ or at jieast the only ends of tragedy. 



CC 

tt 



438 DEYDEV. 



it 



u 
u 
u 
u 



Tis not enough that Amtotle had {udd so^; for 
Aristotle drew his models of tr^igedy from^Sopha- 
'' eles and Euripdes ; and, if he had sees oursy 
** might have changed his xnind. And chiefly we 
** have to say (what I hinted on pity and terror,, in 
** the last paragraph save ode), that the punisbment 
'^ of vice and reward of virtue are the most adequate 
ends of tragedy, because most conducing to good 
example of life. Now, pity is not so easily raised 
for a criminal (and the ancient tragedy always 
represents its chief person such) as it is for an in- 
nocent man ; and the suffering of innocence, and 
^ punishment of the offender,^ is of the nature of 
^ English tragedy : contrarily, in the Greek, inno- 
** cence is unhappy often, and the oflfend^er escapes. 
* Then we ape not touched with the sufferings of 
^ any sort of men so miich as of lovers ; and this 
** was almost unknown to the ancients; so tiiat 
^ they neither administered poetical justice, of 
**. which Mr Rymer boasts, so well as we; neither 
^ knew they the best common-place of pity, which 
** is love, 

*' He therefore unjustly blames us for not build- 
^' ing on what the ancients left us ; for it seems^ 
** upon consideraticHi of the premises, that we. have 
wholly finished what they began. 

My judgment on thi^^ piece is this : thfit it is 
Extremely learned, but that the author c^ it is 
better read in the G^eek than in the English 
^ poets ; that idl writers oitght to study this cri- 
• tiqpe, as the best account I have ever seen of the 
/^' indents ; that the mod^ of tragedy he has here 
'' given, is excellent, and extremely correct ; but 
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[ that it 18 not the only model of all tragedy, be* 

cause it is too much circumscribed in plot, cha- 
" racters, &c. ; and, lastly, that we may be taught 

ha'e justly to admire and imitate the ancients, 

without giving them the preference with this au-' 
" thor, in prejudice to our own country. 

" Want of method in this excellent treatise, 
** makes the thoughts of the author sometimes oIk 
** scure. 

</ His meaning, that pity and terror are to be 
" moved, is, that they are to be moved as the means 
'^ conducing to the ends of tragedy, which are plea* 
^ sure and instruction. 

** And these twp ends may be thus distinguished. 
** The chief end of the poet is to please ; for his 
^ immediate reputation depends on it 

" The great end of the poem is to instruct, which 
" is performed by making pleasure the vehicle of 
^' that instruction ; for poesy is an art, and all arts 
*^ are made to profit. Bapin. 

" The pity which the poet is to labour for, is for 
^ the criminal^ not for those. or him whom he has 
** muldered, or who have been the occasion of the 
** tragedy. . The terror is likewise in the ponish- 
" ment of the same criminal, who, if he be repre- 
f* sented too great an offender, will not be pitied ; 
^ if altogether innocent, his punishment will be un- 
" just * 

f* Another obscurity is, where he says, Sophocles 
•* perfected tragedy by introducing the third actor t 
*^ that is, he meant three kinds of action ; one com- 
'* pany singing, or speaking ; another playing, oa 
" the music ; a third dancing. 
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^ To make a true judgment in this competitioii 
'' betwixt the Greek poets and the English, in 
'* tragedy: 

*' Consider, first, how Aristotle has defined a 
*^ tragedy. Secondly, what he assigns the end of 
*' it to be. Thirdly, what he thuiks the beauties 

of it Fourthly, the means to attain the end pro- 
posed. 

Compare the Greek and EngUsh tragic poets 
** justly, and without partiality, according to those 
•* rules. 

^ Then, secondly, consider whether Aristotle has 
<' made a just definition of tragedy — of its parts, of 
*' its ends, and of its beauties ; and whether he, 

having not seen any others but those of Sophodes^ 

Euripides, &c. had or truly could determine what 
^ all the excellences of tragedy are, and wherein 
** they consist. 

** Next, shew in what ancient tragedy was defi- 
*' cient : for example, in the narrowness of its plot^, 
^ and fewness of persons ; and try whether that be 
^ not a fault in the Greek poets ; and whether their 
** excellency was so great, when the variety was vi- 
^ sibly so little ; or whether what they did was not 
** very easy to do. 

«< Then make a judgment on what the English 
<< have added to their beauties: as, for example, 
*^ not only more plot, but also new passions ; as^ 
<< namely, that of love, scarcely touched on by the 
*' andents, except in this one example of Phaedra, 
^ cited by Mr Rymer ; and in that how short they 
•* were of Fletcher ! 

" Prove also that love, being an heroic passion, 







BRTDEN. 451 

'' is fit for tragedy, which cannot be denied, be- 
«* cause of the example alleged of Phaedra ; and hov^ 
** &r Shakspeare has outdone them in fiiendshipt 
*' &c, 

** To return to the beginning of this enquiry, 
^* consider if pity and terror be enough for tragedy 
" to move : and I believe, upon a true definition 
« of tragedy, it will be found that its work extends 
<< farther, and that it is to reform manners, by ^ 
delightful representation of human life in great 
persons, by way of dialogue. If this be truci then 
not only pity and terror are to be moved, as the 
only means to bring us to virtue, but generally, 
^ love to virtue, and hatred to vice, by shewing th<g 
** rewards of one, and punishments of the other ; at 
^ least, by rendering virtue always amiable, though 
^ it be shewn unfortunate; and vice detestable, 
though it be shewn triumphant. 
^ Ify then, the encouragement of virtue and dis^ 
couragement of vice be the proper ends of poetry 
^ in tragedy ; pity and terror, though good means^ 
^ are not the only. For all the passions, in theii^ 
*^ turns, are to be set in a ferment ; as joy, anger, 
^ love fear, are to he used as the poet's common- 
'* places ; and a general coQcemment for the prin- 
** dpal actors is to be ^"aised, by making them appear 
<* sudi in their characters^ their words, and actions, 
^ as iyi)l interest the audience in their fortunes. 

f* And if, after all, in a larger sense, pity com* 
^* prebends this concernment for the good, and ter« 
^ ror includes detestation for the bad, then let us 
^ Gonsi(Jier whether the English have not answere^^ 
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** this end of tragedy as well as ' the ancients, or 
*^ perhaps better. 

And here Mr Rymer^s objections - against these 
plays are to be impartially weighed, that we may 
see whether they are of weight enough to turn the 
'< balance against our countrymen. 

" 'Tis evident those plays which he arraigns, 
^ have moved both those passions in a high degree 
" upon "the stf^e*. i 

, ". To give: the. gkjry of this away fircwn the poet^- 
<^ and to plflioe it Upon the actors, seems unjust. 
. r^^ OnOreasonx.is, ibeeause whatever actors they 
^^have found; t^e invent has been the same ; that is, 
^ the same pasaioQsibai^ been always moved: which' 
shews th^t there is something of force and merit 
in the plays themselves, conducing to the design 
of raising these two pasdons; and suppose them 
^ ever to have been excellently acted, yet adion 
f* only adds grace, vigour, and morelife, upon the 
^f stage ; but cannot give it wholly where it is not 
'^ , first. But, secondly, I dare appeal to those who 
" have never seen them acted, if they have not 
*^ found these two pa^ions moved within them : 
and if the general vcdce will carry it, Mr R3aner^ 
prejudice will take off his singly testimony. 
^* This, being matter of &ct, is reasonably to be 
*f established by this appeal ; as, if one man sayt it 
** U night, when the rest of the world conclude it 
f* to be day, there needs no farther argument 
f^ against him, th^t it is so. * 

" If he urge, tliat the general taste is depraved, 
fi his arguments to prove this can at best but evince 
** that our poets took not the best way to raise those 
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!* passions ; but experience proves agaihst him, that 
" those means which they have used, have been 
" successful, and have produced them. 

** And one reason of that success is, in my opi- 
** nion, this ; that Shakspeard and Fletcher have 
written to the genius of the age and nation in 
^* tv^hich they lived ; for though nature, as he ob- 
jects, is the same in all places, and reason too the 
same ; yet the climate, the age, the disposition 
of the people, to whom a poet writes, may be so 
" different, that what pleased the Greeks would 
not satisfy an English audience. 

And if they proceed upon a foundation of truer 
^^ reason to please the Athenians^ than Shakespeare 
** and Fletcher to please the English, it only she\Vs 
" that the Athenians were a more judicious peoj)le; 
** but the poet's business is certainly to please the 
" audience. 

** Whether our English audience have been pleased 
** hitherto with acorns, as he calls it, or with bread, 
** is the next question ; that is, whether the means 
which Shakspeare and Fletcher have used iii 
their plays, to raise those passions before named, be 
" better applied to the ends by the Greek poets than 
" by them. And perhaps we shall not grant him 
** this wholly : let it be yielded that a writer is not 
" to run down with the stream, or to please the 
** people by their usual methods, but rather to re- 
" form their judgments, it still remains to prove 
" that our theatre jieeds this totAl reformation. 
" The faults which he has found in their design, 
are rather wittily aggravated in many places than 
reasonably urged; and as much may be r^- 
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^' turned on the Greeks by one who wer^ aa witty 
** as himself. 

" They destroy not, if they are granted, the 
^ foundation of the fabric : only take away from 
« the beauty of the symmetry ; foi* example, the 
** faults in the character of the king, in King and 
*^ No-king, are hot, as he calls them, such as ren- 
** der him dietestable, but only imperfections whidi 
** accompany human nature, and are for the most 
^* part excused by the violence of his love ; so that 
" they destroy not our pity or concernment for 
^ him : this answer may be applied to most of his 
** objecticms of that kind. 

And Hollo committing many murders when he 

is answerable but for one, is too severely anuigned 
^ by him ; for it adds to our horror and detestation 
*' of the criminal: and poetic justice is not neglected 
" neither ; for we stab him in our minds fiwr every 
** ofience which he commits ; and the point which 
'^ the poet is to gain on the audience, is not so much 
*< in the death of an offender as the raising anhtHTor 
-• of his crimes. 

^ That the criminal should neither be wholly 
<< guilty, nor wholly innocent, but so participating 
^ of both, as to move both pity and terror, is cer- 
** tainly a good rule, but not perpetually to be ob- 
*' served ; for that were to make all tragedies too 
** much alike ; which objection he foresaw, but has 
** not fully answered. 

" To conclude, therefore; if the plays of the 
" ancients are raore correctiy plotted, ours are more 
** beautifully written. And, if we can raise passions 
** as high on worse foundations, it shows our genius 
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'^ in tragedy is greater ; for in all otKer parts of it 
^ the English have manifestly excelled thein.'' 






The original of the following letter is preserved 
in the library at Lambeth, and was kindly imparted 
to the public by the reverend Dr Vyse. 

Copy of an original letter from John Dry den, 
Esq. to his sons in Italy, from a MS. in the 
Lambeth Library, marked No. 933, p. 56. 
(Superscribed) 

Al illustrissimo Sig^ 
Carlo Dryden Camariere 
*' d'Honore A. S. S. 

" In lloma. 
'' Franca per Mantouai 

<^ Sept the 3d, our style. 

'* Dear Sons, 

" Being now at Sir William Bower's in the ooun- 

•* try, I cannot write at large, because I find myself 

somewhat indisposed with a cold, and am thick of 

hearing, rath'er worse than I was in town. I am 

*^ glad to find, by your letter of July 26th, your 

" style, that you are both in health ; but wonder 

** you should think me so negligent as to forget to 

« give you an account of the ship in which your 

«< parcel is to come. I have written to you two or 

« three letters concerning it, which I have sent l^ 

<< safe hands, as I told you, and doubt not but you 

'' have them before this can arrive to you. Being 

'< out of town, I have forgotten the ship's name. 
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* which your mother will enquire, and put into her 
" letter, which is joined with mine. But the master'^ 
name I remember : he is called Mr Ralph Thorp ; 
the ship is bound to Leghorn, consigned to Mr 
" Peter and Mr Thomas Ball, merchants. I am of 
** your opinion, that by Tonson's means almost all 
^* our letters have miscarried for this last year. But, 
** however, he has missed of his design in the dedi- 
" cation, though he had prepared the book for it ; 
" for, in eveiy figure of iEneas he has caused him to 
" be drawn like King William, with a hooked nose. 
" After my return to town, I intend to alter a play of 
" Sir Robert Howard's, written long since,and lately 
" put into my hands ; 'tis called the * The Conquest 
" of China by the Tartars.' It will cost me six 
" weeks study, with the probable benefit of an hun- 
'" dred pounds. In the mean time I am writing a 
song for St Cecilia's feast, who, you know, is the 
patroness of music. This is troublesome, and no 
way beneficial ; but I could not deny the stewards 
of the feast, who came in a body to me to desire 
« that kindness, one of them being Mr Bridgeman, 
** whose parents are your mother's friends. I hope 
" to send you thirty guineas between Michaeknas 
" and Christmas, of which I will give you an ac- 
" count when I come to town. I remember the 
" counsel you gave me in your letter : but dissem- 
** bling, though lawful in some cases, is not my 
" talent ; yet, for your sake, I will struggle with the 
** plain openness of my nature, and keep in my just 
" resentments against that degenerate order. In the 
" mean time, I flatter not myself with any manner 
« of hopes, but do my duty, and suffer for God's 
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" sake ; being assured beforehand never to be re- 
" warded, though the times should alter. Towards 
" the latter end of this month, September, Charles 
" will begin to recover his perfect health, according 
*' to his nativity, which, casting it myself, I am 
sure is true, and aU things hitherto have happen* 
ed accordingly to the very time I predicted them : 
" I hope at the same time to recover more health, 
^* according to my age. Remember me to poor 
'* Harry, whose prayers I earnestly desire. My 
" Virgil succeeds in the world beyond its desert or 
" my expectation. You know the profits might 
" have been more ; but neither my conscience nor 
my honour would suffer me to take them ; but 
I never can repent of my constancy, since I am 
" thoroughly persuaded of the justice of the cause 
" for which I suffer. It has pleased God to raise up 
** many friends to me amongst my enemies, though 
** they who ought to have been my friends are neg* 
" ligent of me. I am called to dinner, and cannot 
« go on with this letter which I desire you to ex* 
" cuse ; and am 

" Your niost affectionate father, 

John Dryden." 
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